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A N

ACCOUNT
OF THE

LIFE AND WRITINGS
O F

Mr. JAMES THOMSON.
It is commonly laid, that the life of a good
Writer is beft read in his works

; which can fcarce
fail to receive a peculiar tinfture from his temper

,

manners and habits; the diftinguishing chat-after
of his mind

, his ruling paffion, at leaft, will there
appear undifguifed. But however juft this obferva-
tion may be; and although we might fafeiy reft
Mr. Thomfon’s fame

,
as a good man

, as well as a
man of genius

, on this foie footing
; yet the defire

which the public always shews of being more par-
ticularly acquainted with the hiftory of an eminent
author

, ought not to be difappointed
; as it proceeds

not from mere curiofity, but chiefly from afteflion
and gratitude to thofe by whom they have been
entertained and mftru&ed.

To give fome account of a deceafed friend is often
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THE LIFE OFV
a piece of juftice likewife, which ought not to be

refufed to his memory : to prevent or efface the

impertinent fictions which officious Biographers

are fo apt to collect and propagate. And we may

add, that the circumflances of an author’s life will

fometimes rhrow the beft light upon his writ-

ings -, inftances whereof we shall meet with in

the following pages.

Mr. Thomfon was born at Ednam , in the shire of

Roxburgh, on the nth of September, in the year

1700. Hh father, minifter of that place ,
was but

little known beyond the narrow circle of his co-

presbyters, and to a few gentlemen in the neigh-

bourhood-, but highly refpefted by them
,
for his

piety
,
and his diligence in the pafforal duty : as

appeared afterwards in their kind offices to his

widoY/ and orphan family.

The Reverend Meffrs. Riccarton and Gufihart par-

ticularly ,
took a moil affe&ionate and friendly part

in all their concerns. The former , a man of un-

«ommon^enetration and good taffe, had very early

difcovered ,
through the rudenefs of young Thom-

foris puerile effays , a fund of genius well deferving

culture and encouragement. He undertook there-

fore , with the father’s approbation , the chief di-

redlion of his ffudies
,
furnished him with the pro-

per books
,
corrected his performances -, and was

daily rewarded with the pleafure of feeing his

labour fo happily employed.



Mr. JAMES THOMSON. vi?

The other reverend gentleman, Mr. Gufihart ,
who is flill living, one of the minifters of Edin-
burgh

, and fenior of the Chapel Royal, was no lefs
ferviceable to Mrs. Thomfon in the management
of her little affairs; which, after the deceafe ofher
husband

, burdened as she was with a family of
nine children

, required the prudent counfels and
affiftance of that faithful and generous friend.

Sir William Sennet likewife, well known for his
gay humour and ready poetical wit, was highly
delighted with our young poet, and ufed to invite
him to pafs the fummer vacation at his country
feat : a fcene of life which Mr. Thomfon always
remembered with particular pleafure. But what
he wrote during that time , either to entertain Sir
William and Mr. Riccarton, or for his own amufe-
ment he deftroyed every new' year’s day ; com-
mitting his little pieces to the flames

, in their due
order ; and crowning the folemnity with a copy
of verfes , in which were humoroufly recited the
feveral grounds of their condemnation.

After the ufual courfe of fchool education,under
an able matter at Jedburgh, M. Thomfon was fent
to the Univerfity of Edinburgh. But in the fécond
year of his admiilion

, his ftudies were for feme
time interrupted by the death of his father ; who
was carried off fo fuddenly, that it was not poffible
for Mr. Thomfon , with all the diligence he could
ufe, to receive his laftbleffing. This affeded him
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viij THE LIFE OF
to an uncommon degree *, and his relations frill

remember fome extraordinary inftancesof his grief

and filial duty on that occafion.

Mrs. Thomfon, whofe maiden name was Hume f

and who was co-heirefs of a fmall eftate in the

country, did not fink under this misfortune. She

confulted her friend Mr. Gujihart ; and having , by

his advice ,
mortgaged her moiety cf the farm ,

repaired with her family to Jidinhurgh ; where she

lived in a decent frugal manner ,
till her favourite

fon had not only finished his academical courfe,

but was even difiinguishsd and patronized as a man

of genius. She was, herfelf, a perfon of uncom-

mon natural endowments -, pofieffed of every fa-

cial and domefiic virtue -, with an imagination ,

for vivacity and warmth ,
fcarce inferior to her

foil’s, and which raifed her devotional exercifes

to a pitch bordering on enthufiafm.

But whatever advantage Mr. Thomfon might de-

rive from the complexion of his parent , it is cer-

tain he owed much to a religious education -, and

that his early acquaintance with the facred writ-

ings contributed greatly to that fublime
,
by "which

his works vr
ill be for ever difiinguished. In his

firft pieces, the Seafons, wre fee him at once affume

the majeflic freedom of an Eaftern writer-, feizing

the grand images as they rife , cloathing them in

his own exprefiive language , and preferving ,

throughout, the graçe,the variety, and the dignity
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whkh belo.g to a juft compofirion, unhurt by
the ftiftnefs of formal method.
About this time, the ftudy 0f poetry vas

become general in Scotland
, the beft English au-

thors being universally read, and imitations of
them attempted. AJdifon had lately difplayed the
beauties of Milton's immortal work; and his re-
marks on it, together with Mr. Pope's celebrated

u J !f

d °tened the Way to an acquaintance with
the bell poets and critics.

But the moft learned critic is not always the
beft judge of poetry; tafte being a gift of nature ,the want of which, Arijlotle and Boffu cannot
fupply; nor even the ffudy of the beft originals
When the reader’s faculties are not tuned in a cer-
tain conjonancc to thofe of the poet : and th s hap-
pened w be the cafe with certain learned gentle-men . into whofe handsa few ofMr. Thcmfon'sûtfk
eflays had fallen. Some inaccuracies of ft,le , andthofe luxiinancies which a young writer can hard-ly avoid ,ay open to their cavils and confute;
fo far indeed they might be competent judges:
but the fire and enthufiafm of the poet had en-
tirely efcaped their notice. Mr. Thon,fan, howevercongous of h, s own lirength, was not difeouragedby this treatment; efpeciallyas he hadfome friendson whofe judgment he could better rely

, and whothought very differently of his performances.
Only

, from that time, he began to turn his views
A 5



x the life of
towards London ; where works of genius may

always expert a candid reception and due en-

couragement *, and an accident foon after entirely

determined him to try his fortune there.

The divinity chair at Edinburgh was then filled

by the reverend and learned Mr. Hamilton a gent-

leman universally refpeôed and beloved *, andwho

had particularly endeared himfelf to the young

divines under his care , by his kma offices ,
his

candor and affability. Our author had attended his

le&ures for about a year, when here was pre-

ferred to him for the fubjeft of an exercife, a

Pfalm, in which the power and majefty of God are

celebrated. Of this pfalm he gave a paraphrafe and

illuftration, as the nature of the exercife required*,

but in a fxyle fo highly poetical as furprized the

•whole audience. Mr. Hamilton , as his cuftom was

,

complimented the orator upon his performance

,

and pointed out to the ftudents the mofl mafterly.

Unking parts of it j but at laft ,
turning to Mi . Tnom -

fan ,
he told him , fmfling ,

that if he thought of

being ufeful in the miniftry ,
he mull keep a ftnaer

rein upon his imagination ,
and exprefs himfelfm

language more intelligible to an ordinary congre-

gation.

This gave Mr. Thomfon to underfland ,
that hi®

expedations from the ftudy of theology might

be very precarious *, even though the Church had

been more his free choke than probably it was.
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So that having, foon after
, received fome encou-

ragement from a lady of quality
, a friend of his

mothers, then in London
, he quickly prepared

himfelf for his journey. And although this encou-
ragement ended in nothing beneficial

, it ferved
for the prefent as a good pretext

, to cover the
imprudence of committing himfelf to the wide
world

, unfriended and unpatronized, and with the
lender ftock of money he was then poffeffed oL

But his merit did not long lye concealed.
Mr. Forbes, afterwards Lord Preftdent oftheSefTion,
then attending the fervice of Parliament

, having
feen a fpecimen of Mr. Thomfon's poetry in Scot-
land, received him very kindly

, and recommend-
ed him to fome of his friends, particularly to
Mr. Aikman

, who lived in great intimacy with
many perfons of difHnguished rank and worth*
This gentleman, from a connoiffeur in painting,
was become a profefs’d painter-, and his tafte
being no lefs juft and delicate in the kindred art
of defcriptive poetry

, than in his own, no won-
der that he foon conceived a friendship for our
author. What a warm return he met with, and
how Mr. Thomfon was affeded by his friend’s pre-
mature death, appears in the copy of verfes
which he wrote on that occafton.

In the mean time, our author’s reception, where-
ever he was introduced

, emboldened him to
rifque the publication of his Winter; in which^
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Xïj THE LIFE OF
as he himfelf was a mere novice in Such matters

,

he was kindly affifted by Mr. Malet
,
then pri-

vate tu:or to his G a;e ?he Duke of Montrofe ,

and his brother the Lord George Graham
,
fo well

known afterwards as an able and gallant fea offi-

cer. To Mr. Mallet he likewife owed his firfl ac-

quaintance with Several of the wits of that time,

an exadl information of their charadlers, person-

al and poetical
,
and how they flood affe&ed to

each other.

The Poem of Winter, published in March 1726

,

was no Sooner read thin univerSally admired \

thoSe only excepted who had not been uSed to

feel ,
or to look for , any thing in poetry

,

beyond a point of Satirical or epigrammatic wit,

a Smart antkhefis richly trimmed with rhime, or

the SoftneSs of an elegiac complaint. To Such

his manly clafiical Spirit could not readily recom-

mend itSelf
-,

till after a more attentive perufal,

they had got the better of the:r prejudices, and

either acquired cr affe&ed a truer tafle. A few

ethers flood aloof, merely becaufe they had long

before fixed the articles of their poetical creed ,

and refigned themfelves to an abfolute defpair

of ever feeing any thing new and original. Thefe

were Somewhat mortified to find their notions

disturbed by the appearance of a poet, who Seem-

ed to owe nothing but to nature and his own

genius. But
,
in a short time, the applaufe became



unanimous; every one wondering how fo many
pidures , and pidures fo familiar

, should have
moved them

,
bur faintly

,
to what they felt in his

defcriptions. His digreflions too, the overflowings
of a tender benevolent heart

, charm’d the reader
no lefs; leaving him in doubt, whether he should
more admire the Poet

, or love the Man .

From that time Mr. Thomfori’s acquaintance was
courted by all men of tafte

; and feveral ladies
of h'gh rank and diflindion became his declared
patroneffes : the Countefs of Hertford

, Mifs Dre*
lineonrt , afterwards Vifcountefs Primrofe

, Mrs.
Stanley, and others. But the chief happinefs which
his Winter procured him

, was , that it brought
him acquainted with Dr. Randle, afterwards Lord
Bishop of Derry, who, upon converfmg with
Mr.Thomfon, and finding in him qualities great-
er ftill , and of more value

, than thofe of a poet

,

received hun into his intimate confidence and
friendship

; promoted his charader every where ;
introduced him to his great friend the Lord Chan-
cellor Talbot ; and

, fome years after
, when the

eldeft fon of that nobleman was to make his tour
of travelling

, recommended Mr. Thomfon as a
proper companion for him. His affedion and gra-
titude to Dr. Rundle

, and his indignation at the
treatment that worthy prelate had met with

, are
finely exprefied in his poem to the memory o
Lord Talbot, The true caufe of that undeferved
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treatment has been fecreted from the public , as

well as the dark manœuvres that were employed:

but Mr. Thom/on, who had accefs to the beft infor-

mation ,
places it to the account of

— Slanderous \eal , and politics infirm

Jealous of worth. «*

Meanwhile ,
our poet’s chief care had been

,

in return for the public favour ,
to finish the

plan which their wishes laid out for him ;

and the expe&ations which his TFinter had rai-

fed, were fully fatisfied by the fucceflive publi-

cation of the other Seafons : of Summer , in the

year 1727» of Spring
,
in the beginning of the

following year *, and of Autumn , in a quarto

edition of his works
,
printed in 1730.

In that edition ,
the Seafons are placed in -their

natural order ; and crown’d with that inimitable

Hymn ,
in which we view them in their beauti-

ful fucccfiion ,
as one whole , the immediate effeft

of infinite Power and Goodnefs. In imitation of

the Hebrew B^rd ,
all nature is called forth to

do homage to the Creator , and the reader is left

enraptur’d in filent adoration and praife.

Befides thefe ,
and his tragedy of Sophonisba ,

Written, and a&ed with applaufe ,
in the year

1729, Mr. Thomfon had, in 1727, published his

poem to the Memory of Sir Ifaac Newton ,
then

lately deceafed -, containing a deferved encomium
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of that incomparable man , with an account of
his chief difcoveries

, fublimely poetical
, and

yet fo juft, that an ingenious foreigner, the
Count Algarotti

, takes a line of it for the text
of his philosophical dialogues

,
Il Neutonian 'fmo

per le dame : this was in part owing to the aftift-

ance he had of his friend Mr. Gray
, a gentleman

well verfed in the Newtonian PhilofopHy
,
who ,

on that occafton
,
gave him a very exaff

, though
general

, ahftra£f of its principles.

That fame year , the refentment of our mer-
chants

, for the interruption of their trade by
the Spaniards in America

, running very high
,

Mr. Thomfon zealoufly took part in it, and wrote
his_ poem Britannia

, to route the nation to re-
venge. And although this piece is the iefs read
as its fubjeft was but accidental and temporary

j

the Spirited generous Sentiments that enrich it,
can never be out of Seafon : they will at leaf!
remain a monument of that love of his country,
that devotion to the public

, which he is ever in-
culcating as the perfection of virtue

, and which
none ever felt more pure

, or more intenfe
#

than himfeif.

Our author’s poetical ftudles were now to be
interrupted

, or rather improved , by his attend-
ance on the honourable Mr. Charles Talbot in
his travels. A delightful task indeed ! endowed
as that young nobleman was by nature and
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accomplished by the care and example of the

bed of fathers , in whatever could adorn huma-
nity, graceful of person, elegant in manners and

addrefs
,
pious , humane ,

generous , with an ex-

quifite ta de in all the finer arts.

With this amiable companion and friend Mr.

Thomfon vifited mod of the courts and capital

cities of Europe ; and returned with his views

great’y enlarged , not of exterior nature only ,

and the works of art
, but of human life and man-

ners, of the conftitution and po’icy of the feve-

ral dates
,
their connexions

, and their religious

inftitutions. How particular and judicious his ob-

fervations were, we fee in his poem of Liberty
,

begun foon after his return to England. We fee,

at the fame time, to what a high pitch his love

of his country was raifed
,
by the comparifons

he had all along been making of our happy well-

poifed government with thofe of other nations.

To infpire his fellow-fubjefh with the like fen-

timents -, and to shew them by what means the

precious freedom wre enjoy may be preferved ,

and how it may be abufed or lod *, he employed

two years of his life in compofing that noble

Work : upon which
,
confcious of the importance

and dignity of the fubjeft , he valued himfelfmore

than upon all his other writings.

While Mr. Thomfon was writing the Fir ft Part of

Liberty
, he received a fevere shock, by the death
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of hi'; noble friend and fellow traveller; which was
foon followed by another that was feverer ftill

,

and of more genera] concern
,
the death of Lord

Talbot himfelf; which Mr. Thomfon fo pathetically

and fo juftly laments in the poem dedicated to his

memory. In mm, the nation faw itfelf deprived of
an uncorrupted patriot

, the faithful guardian of
their rights, on whole wifdom and integrity they
had founded their hopes of relief from many
tedious vexations : and Mr. Thomfon

, belides his

share in the general mourning, had to bear all the

affliction which a heart like his could feel, tor the

>erfon whom
, of all mankind

,
he moll; revered

tnd loved. At the fame time, he found himfelf,

rom an eafy competency, reduced to a Hate of

precarious dépendance
, in which he paffed the

emainder of his life ; excepting only the two laft

rears of it, during which he enjoyed the place of
urveyor General of the Leeward Iflands ,

procured

3r. him by the generous friendship of my Lord
yttelton.

Immediately upon his return to England with
ir. Talbot

,
the Chancellor had made him his fecre-

ry of Briefs ; a place of little attendance
, fuiting

is retired indolentway of life
,
and equal to all his

ants. This place fell with his patron; and although

l 3 noble Lord
, who fucceeded to Lord Talbot in

See
,
kept it vacant for fome time

,
probably till

r, Thomfon should apply for it
, he was fo difpirit*



tfvii} THE LIFE OF
ed, and fo liftlefs to every concern of that kind,

that he never took one ftep in the affair -, a negleft

which his belt friends greatly blamed in him.

Yet could not his genius be depreffed ,
or his

temper hurt , by this reverfe of fortune. He refu-

med, with time, his ufual chearfulnefs, and never

abated one article in his way of living -, which

,

though fimple, was genial and elegant. The profits

arifing from his works were not inconfiderable ;

his tragedy of Agamemnon , a&ed in 1738. yielded

a good fum*, Mr. Millar was always at hand
,
to

anfwer , or even to prevent , his demands -, and

he had a friend or two befides, whofe hearts, he

knew, were not contracted by the ample fortunes

they had acquired-, who would, of themfelves,

interpofe ,
if they faw any occafion for it.

But his chief dépendance ,
during this long inter-

val ,
was on the protection and bounty ofHis Royal

Jiighnefs Frederic Prince of Wales', who, upon

the recommendation of Lord fLytulton ,
then his

chief favourite, fettled on him a handfome allow-

ance. And afterwards, when he was introduced

to His Royal Highnefs ,
that excellent prince,

who truly v/as what Mr. Thomfon paints him, the

friend of mankind and of merit
,
received him very

gracioufly ,
and ever after honoured him with

many marks of particular favour and confidence.

A circumftance ,
which does equal honour to the

patron and the poet ,
ought not here to be omitted *,
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that my Lord Lyttelton's recommendation came
altogether unfolbcited, and long before Mr. Thom-
son was personally known to him.

It happened
, however , that the favour of his

Royal Highnefs was in one inflance of fome preju-

dice to our author; in the refufal of a licence for

his tragedy of Edward and Eleonora
, which he had

prepared for the Rage in the year 1739, The reader

nay fee that this play contains not a line which
:ouid juRly give offence; but the miniRry, ftill

ore from' certain pafquinades
, which had lately

produced the Rage-aft
; and as little Satisfied with

bme parts of the prince’s political conduft, as

ie was with their management of the public affairs;

rould not rifque the representation of a piece
written under his eye

, and , they might probably
link, by his command.
This refufal drew after it another; end k; a way

rhich
, as it is related, was rather ludicrous. Mr.

aterfon y a companion ofMr. Thomfen
, afterwards

is deputy
, and then his fuccejfor in the general-

irveyorship , ufed to write out fair copies for his

tend
, when Such were wanted for the prefs or

>r the Rage. This gentleman likewife courted
ie tragic muSe

, and had taken for his fubjeft ,

ie Rory of Arminius the German hero. But his

ay
» guiltleSs as it was

, being prefented for a
.ence

, no Sooner had the cenfor caR his eyes on
e hand-writing in which he had Seen Edward and
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Eleonora

, than he cried out
,
Away with it ! and

the author’s profits were reduced to what his book-
fel'er could afford for a tragedy in diftrefs.

Mr. Thomforis next dramatic performance was
the Mafque of Afred , written

,
jointly with Mr.

Mallet
, by command of the Prince of Wales, for

the entertainment of His Royal Highnefs’s court,

at hi- fummer-refidence. This piece, with fome

alterations, and the mufic new, has been fince

brought upon the ftage by Mr. Mallet : the original

play was aided at Clifden , in the year 1740, on
the birth-day of Her Royal Highnefs the Princefs

Augufia.

In the year 1745, k* s Tancred and Sigifmunda t

taken from the novel in Gil Bias
, was performed

with appbufe
; and from the deep romantic diftrefs

of the lovers, continues to draw crowded houfes.

The fuccefs of this piece was indeed enfured from

the firft , by Mr. Garrick's and Mrs. Cibbers

appearing in the principal chara&ers ; which they

heighten and adorn with all the magic of their

never-failing art.

He had
,
in the mean time

,
been finishing his

Cafile of Indolence
,
in two Cantos. It was ,

at firft

,

little more than a few detached fianzas , in the

way of raillery on himfeif , and on fome of his

friends, who would reproach him with indolence ;

while he thought them, at leaf!
,
as indolent as

Jiimfelf. But he faw very foon, that the fubjeft
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deferved to be treated more ferioufly
, and in a

form fitted to convey one of the mod important
moral leftons.

TheJlan^a which he ufes in this work is that of
Spenfer, borrowed from the Italian poets; in which
ie thought rhimes had their proper -place

, and
tvere even graceful ; the compafs of the ftanza ad-
nittxng an agreeable variety of final founds; while
he fenfe of the poet is not cramped or cut short,
lot yet too much dilated : as muft often happen

*

vhen it is parcelled out into rhimed couplets
; the

Tuai meafure
, indeed, of our elegy and fatin’; but

vhich always weakens the higher poetry, and,
o a true ear

, will fometimes give it an air of the
urlefque.

This was the lad piece Mr. Thomfon himfelfpub-
shed ; his tragedy of CorioLanus being only pre-
ared for the theatre

, when a fatal accident rob-
ed the world of one of the belt men

, and beft
oets

, that lived in it.

He had always been a timorous horfeman*, and
ore fo

7
in a road where numbers of giddy or un-

dlful riders are continually paffing : fo that when
ie weather did not invite him to go by water

> lie

-Quid commonly walk the diftance between Lon-

m anc* Richmond
, with any acquaintance that

Fered; with whom he might chat and reft him-
If, or perhaps dine , by the way. One fummer
rening

,
being alone

f in his walk from town to
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he had overheated himfelf ,
and i

a

that condition ,
imprudently took a boat to carry

him to Kew; apprehending no bad confequence

from the chill air on the river ,
which his walk to

his houfe ,
at the upper end of Kew - Lane

,
had

always hitherto prevented. But , now ,
the cold

had fo feized him, that next day he found himfelf

in a high fever , fo much the more to be dreaded

as he was of a full habit. This however ,
by the

ufe of proper medicines, was removed, fo that he

was thought to be out of danger -, till the fine wea-

ther having tempted him to expofe himfelf once

more to the evening dews, his fever returned

with violence , and with fuch fymptoms as left

no hopes of a cure. Two days had pafied before

his relapfe was known in town*, at laft Mr. Mitchell

and Mr. Reid
,
with Dr. Armfirong ,

being informed

©fit, polled out at midnight to his afliftance : but

alas ! came only to endure a fight of all others the

moft shocking to nature ,
the laft agonies of then

beloved friend. This lamented death happened on

the 2.7th day of Augufi. 1748.

His teftamentary executors were ,
the Lord

Lyttelton ,
whofe care of our poet’s fortune and

fame ceafed not with his life, and Mr. Mitchell
, <

gentleman equally noted for the truth and con

ftancy of his private friendships ,
and for hi

addrefs -and fpirit as a public minifter. By theii

United intereft, the orphan play of Coriolanus wa;
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brought on the ftage to the beft advantage
; front

the profits of which, and the fale of manufcripts
,

and other effects
, all demands were duly fttis-

fied , and a handfome fum remitted to his fitters.

My Lord Lyttelton's prologue to this piece was
admired as one of the beft that had ever been
written ; the beft fpoken it certainly was. The Sym-
pathizing audience law that

,
then indeed

, Mr. Quin
was no aclor ; that the tears he shed, were thoSe
of real friendship and grief.

Mr. Thornfon's remains were depofited in the
:hurch of Richmond

, under a plain ftone
, withoutmy inscription : nor did his brother poets at all

xert themSelves on the occafion , as they had
ately done for one who had been the terror of
mets all his life-time. This filence furnished matter
o one of his friends for an excellent Satirical epi-
gram , which we are forry we cannot give the
eader. Only one gentleman

, Mr. Collins
, who had

ived fome time at Richmond
, but forfook it when

tfr. Thomfon died, wrote an Ode to his memory,
fhis , for the dirgelike melancholy it breathes
aid the warmth of affeftion that feems to have
haated it, we shall Subjoin to the preSent
ccount.

Our author himSelf hints, Somewhere in his
forks , that his exterior was not the moft pro-
mfing jhis make being rather robuft thangrace-
“1 : thouSh “ is known that in his youth he had
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been thought handfome. His worft appearance

was ,
when you faw him walking alone ,

in a

thoughtful mood : but let a friend accod him ,

and enter into converfation ,
he would indantly

brighten in a mod amiable afpedf ,
his features

no longer the fame, and his eye darting a pecu-

liar animated fire# The cafe was much alike in

company *, where , if it was mixed
,
or very nu-

merous, he made but an indifferent figure . but

with a few feleft friends, he was open, fprightly ,

and entertaining. His wit flowed freely ,
but per-

tinently, and at due intervals, leaving room for

every one to contribute his share. Such was his

extreme fenfibility, fo perfeû the harmony of

his organs with the fentiments of his mind
,
that

his looks always announced, and half expreffed

what he was about to fay ; and his voice cor-

refponded exa&ly to the manner and degree in

which he was affe&ed. This fenfibility had one

inconvenience attending it , that it rendered him

the very worft reader of good poetry : a fonnet

,

or a copy of tame verfes ,
he could manage pretty

well -, or even improve them in the reading : but

a paffage c£ Virgil, Milton, or Shahefpeare, would

fometimes quite opprefs him ,
that you could hear

little elfe than fome ill-articulated founds ,
rifing

as from the bottom of his bread.

He had improved his tafle upon the beft origi-

nals, ancient and modern-, but could not bear to

write



xxr
Mr. JAMES THOMSON,

write what was not ftriâly his own, what had
not more immediately ftruck his imagination

; or
touched his heart : fo that he is not in the leaft
concerned in that queftion about the merit or
demerit of imitators. What he borrows from the
anoents

, he gives us in an avowed faithful para-phée or tranflation; as we fee in a few paffa-
ges taken from Virgil

, and in that beautiful pidure
from Pliny the elder, where the courfe

, and
gradual mcreafe, of the Nile, are figured by the
lages of man's life.

J

The autumn was his favourite feafon forpoeti-
•al compofition, and the deep fiience of the night
he time he commonly chofe for fuch ftudies; fo
nat he would often be heard walking in his
ibrary

, nil near morning
, humming over in

is way
, what he was to correA and write out

ext day.

The amufements of his leifure hours were civil
id natural hiftory, voyages, and the relations
1 travellers

» the moft authentic he could pro-
ire: and had his fituation favoured it, he would
:rtainly have excelled in gardening

, agriculture ,

,

£V
fy

rural improvement and exercife.
-hough he performed on no inftrument , he
as paffionately fond of mufic, and would fome-

i ten a full hour at his window to the
ghtingales in Richmond gardens. While abroad
had been greatly delighted with the regular

B
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Italian drama ,
fuch as Metaftafio writes -, as it is

there heightened by the charms of the heft voi-

ces and inftruments -, and looked upon our thea-

trical entertainments , as ,
in one refped , naked

and imperfeû, when compared with the ancient,

or with thofe of Italy ; wishing fometimes that

a chorus, at leaft, and a better recitative ,
could be

introduced.

Nor was his tafte lefs exquifite in the arts ol

fainting, fculpture, and architecture. In his travels,

he had feen all the moft celebrated monuments

of antiquity ,
and the beft produâions of modern

art ; and ftudied them fo minutely ;
and with fc

true a judgment, that in fome of his defcnptions

in the poem of Liberty ,
we have the matter-

pieces there mentioned placed in a fironger ligh

perhaps, than if we faw them with our eyes; a

leaft more juftly delineated than in any othe

account extant : fo fupericr is a natural tafte of th-

grand and beautiful ,
to the traditional lettons o

a common virtuofo. His colleflion of prints, an,

fome drawings from the antique ,
are now in th

poffefiicn of his friend Mr. Gray of Richmon

m. . - .

As for his more diflinguishing qualities of nun

and heart, they are better reprefented in his writ

ings ,
than they can be by the pen of any biogr;

pher. There ,
his love of mankind, of his countr

and friends -, lus devotion to the Supreme Eeu

n
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founds 0„ thg moft eJevated ,

ufl conc
of h,S operations and providence; shine out inevery page. So unbounded was his tendernefs ofheart, that it took in even the brute creation •

udgewhat it muft have been towards his own foe.
ues. He is not indeed known, through iris whole

,

t0 h3Ve §lven “T perfon one moment’s pain
|y

his wntmgs or otherwife. He took no part inhe poetical fquabbles which happened in his timend was remedied and left undifturbed by bothdes He would even refufe to take offence when
e juftly might

; by interrupting any perfonalftory
iat was brought him, with feme jell, or CoZamorous apology for the offender. Nor was he

' hea

e

rd

n

o

r

ff
£d

fl

difC°mj’°fed
’ b«^en he readI^ard of fome flagrant inllance of injufike op-

effion or cruelty: then, indeed, the flrongeft
irks of horror and indignation were vifible in
5 countenance.

Thefe amiable virtues, this divine temper of
°A .-

n0£
,

fai1 ofthe,r due reward. His friendsed him with an enthufiaffic ardor, and lament,

A unurieiy fate in the manner that is ffüSh m ev
f7 °ne '

s ms*°ry; the beft and gr,at.men of ins time honoured him with theirndshtp ana protection
; the applaufe of the pub-attenaed every appearance he made the

bdVand^d
10"1 tHe^ eminen£ ^ere hisdS and admirers

, grudgi„g no pains M dQ
B î



xxviij THE L I F E, &c.

juftice to his tragedies. At prefent indeed, if we

except Tancred

,

they are feldom called for -, the

fimplicity of his plots ,
and the models he worked

after, not fuiting the reigning tafte, nor the

impatience of an English theatre. They may here-

after come to be in vogue : but we hazard no

comment or conjedure upon them, or upon any

part of Mr. Thomforis works; neither need they

any defence or apology, after the reception they

have had at home ,
and in the foreign languages

into which they have been tranflated. We shall

only fay, that, to judge from the imitations of

his manner ,
which have been following him clofe,

from the very firft publication of Winter , hefeems

to have fixed no inconfiderable tera of the English

poetry.
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ONT H E

death of Mr. THOMSON.

B Y Mr. COLLINS.
The fcene of the following ftanzas is fuppofed

to lie on the Thames near Richmond.

I.

IN yonder grave a Druid lies

"Where ilowly winds the dealing wave 1

rhe year’s beft iWeets shall duteous rife

To deck its Poet’s fylvan grave 1

I I.

n yon deep bed of whifp’ring reeds

His airy harp * shall now be laid

,

fhat he, whofe heart in forrow bleeds.

May love thro’ life the foothing shade.

* The harp of Æotus, of which fee a defcription in

he Castle of Indolence,

©
3
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Then maids and youths shall linger here,

And while its founds at diftance fwell

,

Shall fad’y feem in Pity’s ear

,

To hear the "Woodland Pilgrim’s knell.

I V.

Remembrance oft shall haunt the shore

When Themes in fummer wreaths is dreft,

And oft f fpend the dashing oar

To bid his gentle fpirit reft!

y.

And oft as Eafe and Health retire

To breezy lawn, or foreft deep,

The friend shall view yon whitening fpire,

And ’mid the varied landfcape weep,

V I.

But Thou, who own’ft that earthy bed,

Ah! what will every dirge avail?

Or tears
,
which Love and Pit}7 shed

That mourn beneath the gliding fail !

Richmond Church.
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V I I.

Vet lives there one, whofe heedlefs eye
Shall fcorn thy pale shrine glimm’ring near?

With him, fweet bard, may Fancy die,

And Joy defert the blooming year.

VIII.

But thou
, lorn liream , whofe fullen tide

No fedge-crown’d Sillers now attend

,

Now waft me from the green hill’s fide

Whofe cold turf hides the buried friend!

Î X.

ând fee
,
the fairy valleys fade

,

Dun Night has veil’d the folemn view!
Yet once again

, dear parted shade
,

Meek Nature’s Child * again adieu !

X.

fhe genial meads affign’d to biefs

Thy life, shall mourn thy early doom*
"heir hinds

,
and shepherd-girls shall drefs

With fimple hands thy rural tomb,

e

4
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X I.

Long, long, thy ftone, and pointed clay,

Shall melt the muling Briton’s eyes

,

O! vales, and wild woods, shall He lay,

in yonder grave Your Druid lies !





The Argument.

The fuhjecl propofed. Infcribtd to the countefs of

Hartford. The Seafon is defcrihed asit affecds
j

the various parts of Nature : afcending from the
j

lower to the higher ; with digreffions arifing from

the fuhjecl. Its influence on inanimate Matter
,
on

\

Vegetables
,
on brute Animals 3 and lafi on Man ;

concluding with a dijfuafive from the wild and irre-

gular pajjion ofLove ,
oppofed to that of a pure and

happy kind.
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C OMS

,
gentle Spring , etherealmildnefs , come,

A.nd from the bofom of yon dropping cloud,

W’hile mufic wakes around
, veil’d in a shower

3f shadowing rofes
, on our plains defcend.

O Hartford, fitted or to shine in courts

With unaffe&ed grace, or walk the plain

With innocence and meditation join’d

n foft affembldge
, Men to my fong.

Which thy own Seafon paints; when Nature all

s blooming and benevolent
, like thee.

And fee where furly Winter paffes off,

ar to the north , and calls his ruffian blafts :

iis blafts obey , and quit the howling hill

,

'he shatter’d foreft, and the ravag’d vale ;

While fofter gales fucceed, at whofe kind touch,

Hffolving fnows in livid torrents loft,

'he mountains lift their green heads to the sky*

As yet the trembling year is unconfirm’d
;

.nd Winter oft at eve refumes the breeze,

hills the pale morn , and bids his driving fleets

>eform the day delightlefs : fo that fcarce

he bittern knows his time , with bill ingulpht

o shake the founding marsh
; or from the shore

he plovers when to fcatter o’er the heath,

nd fing their wild notes to the liftening wafte.

B 6
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At laft from Aries rolls the bounteous fun

,

And the bright Bull receives him. Then no more

Th’ expanlive atmofphere is cramp’d with cold -,

But ,
full of life and vivifying foul

,

Lifts the light clouds fublime, and fpreads them thin,

Fleecy and white
,
o’er all-furrounding heaven.

Forth fly the tepid airs -, and unconfln’d

,

Unbinding earth
,
the moving foftnefs flrays.

Joyous , th’ impatient husbandman perceives

Relenting Nature , and his lufly fleers
(
plough

Drives from their flails
,
to where the well-us’d

Lies in the furrow , loofened from the frofl.

There
,
unrefuflng

,
to the harnefs’d yoke

They lend their shoulder
,
and begin their toil

,

Chear’d by the Ample fong and foaring lark.

Meanwhile incumbent o’er the shining share

The matter leans, removes th' obflru&ing clay

Winds the whole work, and fidelong lays the glebe.

White thro’ the neighbouring fields the fower

flalks

,

"With meafur’d ftep -, and liberal throws the grain

Into the faithful bofom of the ground :

The harrow follows harsh, and shuts the fcene.

Be gracious. Heaven! for now laborious Man
Has done his part. Ye foftering breezes

,
blow!

Ye fôftening dews
,
ye tender showers

,
defcend !

And temper all , thou world-reviving fun

,

Into the perfeft year ! Nor ye who live

In luxury and eafe ,
in pomp and pride

,



unworthy of your ear :

„^.aes as thefe the rural Maro fung

To wide-imperial Rome , in the full height

Of elegance and tafle, by Greece refin’d.

In ancient times ,
the facred plough employ’d

The kings, and awful fathers of mankind:

And fome , with whom compar’d your infect-tribes

Are but the beings of a fummer’s day

,

Have held the fcale of empire, rul’d the ftortn

Of mighty war; then, with unwearied hand»

Difdaining little delicacies, feiz’d

The plough ,
and greatly independent liv’d.

Ye generous Britons , venerate the plough

And o’er your hills , and long withdrawing vales ,

Let Autumn fpread his treasures to the fun

,

Luxuriant and unbounded : as the fea

,

Far thro’ his azure turbulent domain

,

Your empire owns , and from a thoufand shores

Wafts all the pomp of life into your ports ;

So with fuperior boon may your rich foil

,

Exuberant
,
Nature’s better blefiings pour

O’er every land, the naked nations clothe.

And be th’ exhaufilefs granary of a world 1

Nor only thro
v
the lenient air this change,

Delicious
, breathes ; the penetrative fun ,

dis force deep-darting to the dark retreat

Of vegetation, fets the Reaming Power

-\t large
, to wander o’er the vemant earth

,

n various hues ; but chiefly thee
,
gay Green !
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Thou fmiling Nature's univerfal robe !

United light and shade ! where the light dwells

With growing ftrength
, and ever-new delight.

From the moil! meadow to the wither’d hill.

Led by the breeze , the vivid verdure runs

,

And fwells , and deepens
,
to the cherish’d eye.

The hawthorn whitens-, and the juicy groves

Put forth their buds
,
unfolding by degrees

,

Till the whole leafy forefi ftands difplay’d.

In full luxuriance to the fighing gales \

Where the deer ruftle thro’the twining brake

,

And the birds ling conceal'd. At once array’d

In all the colours of the flushing year

,

By Nature’s fwift and fecret-working hand
,

The garden glows , and fills the liberal air

With lavish fragrance -, while the promis’d fruit

Lies yet a little embryo, unperceiv’d,

Within its crimfon folds. Now from the town

Buried in fmoke
,
and fleep ,

and noifom damps
,

Oft let me wander o’er the dewy fields , ( drops

Where freshnefs breathes ,
and dash the trembling

From the bent bush , as thro’ the verdant maze

Of fweet-briar hedges 1 purfue my walk-.

Or tafle the fmell of dairy -, or afcend

Some eminence ,
Augusta , in thy plains,

And fee the country , far diffus’d around
,

One boundlefs blush , one w'hite-empurpled shower

Of mingled blofioms -, where the raptur d eye

Hurries from joy to joy , and , hid beneath
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The fair profuffon
,
yellow Autumn fpies.

If
,
brush’d from Ruffian wilds

,
a cutting gale

Rife not, and fcatter from his humid wings

The clammy mildew *, or
,
dry-blowing , breathe

Untimely froff : before whofe baleful blaft

The full-blown Spring thro’ all her foliage shrinks,

Toylefs and dead, a wide-deje&ed wafte.

For oft, engender’d by the hazy north,

Myriads on myriads, infeft armies warp

Keen in the poifon’d breeze ; and waffeful eat

,

Thro’ buds and bark, into the blacken’d core

,

Their eager way. A feeble race
!
yet oft

The facred fons of vengeance -, on whofe courfê

Corrofive famine waits , and kills the year.

To .check this plague the skilful farmer chaff,

And blazing ftraw , before his orchard burns \

Till , all involv’d in fmoke
,
the latent foe

From every cranny fuffocated falls :

Or fcatters o’er the blooms the pungent duff

Of pepper ,
fatal to the frofty tribe :

Or , when th’ envenom’d leaf begins to curl

,

With fprinkled water drowns them in their neff \

Nor, while they pick them up with bufy billy

The little trooping birds unwifely fcares.

Be patient, fwains*, thefe cruel-feeming winds

Blow not in vain. Far hence they keep reprefs’d

Thofe deepening clouds on clouds
, furcharg’d

with rain

,

That o’er the vaft Atlantic hither borne

,
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In endlefs train

,
would quench the fummer blaze

,

And, chearlefs, drown the crude unripened year.

The north-eaft fpends his rage -, he now shut up

Within his iron*cave , th’effufive fouth

Warms the wide air
, and o’er the void of heaven

Breathes the big clouds withvernalshowers diflent.

At firft a dusky wreath they feem to rife ,

Scarce Raining ether -, but by fwift degrees

,

In heaps on heaps
,
the doubling vapour fails

Along the loaded sky, and mingling deep

Sits on th’ horizon round a fettled gloom:

Not fuch as wintry-ftorms on mortals shed,

Opprefsing life -, but lovely
,
gentle , kind

,

And full of every hope and every joy.

The wish of Nature. Gradual finks the breeze

Into a perfeft calm ; that not a breath

Is heard to quiver thro’ the clofing woods

,

Or ruffling turn the many-twinkling leaves

Of afpin tall. Th’uncurling floods, diffus’d

In glaffy breadth, feem thro’delufive lapfe

Forgetful of their courfe. ’Tis fllence all

,

And pleafing expe&ation. Herds and flocks

Drop the dry fprig , and mute-imploring eye

The falling verdure. Hush’d in short fufpenfe

,

The plumy people flreak their wings with oil

,

To throw the lucid moifture trickling off;

And wait th’ approaching fign to flrike ,
at once

,

Into the general choir. Even mountains ,
vales

,

And foreft feem
,
impatient ,

to demand
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he promis'd fweetnefs. Man fuperior walks

mid the glad creation, milling praife,

nd looking lively gratitude. At lafl

,

he clouds confign their treafures to the fields $.

nd, foftly shaking on the dimpled pool

relufive drops ,
let all their moiflure flow*

i large effufion
,
o’er the freshen’d world.

'he flealing shower is fcarce to patter heard,

y fuch as wander thro’ the foreR walks

,

eneath the umbrageous multitude of leaves,

at who can hold the shade , while Heaven def-

i univerfal bounty * shedding herbs , (
cends

nd fruits , and flowers , on Nature’s ample lap *

wift fancy fir’d anticipates their growth -,

nd, while the milky nutriment difiils,

eholds the kindling country colour round.

Thus all day long the full-difiended clouds

idulge their genial flores, and vell-shower’d earth

deep enrich’d with vegetable life *,

ill, in the weftern sky /the downward fun

ooks out ,
effulgent , from amid the flush

»£ broken clouds, gay-shifting to his beam,

he rapid radiance inflantaneous flrikes

h’ illumin’d mountain ,
thro’ the forefl Rreams ,

bakes on the floods ,
and in a yellow mill f

ar fmoaking o’er th’ interminable plain,

i twinkling myriads lights the dewy gems,

loifl
,
bright ,

and green ,
the landskip laughs

around.
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Full fwell the woods ; their very mufic wakes

,

Mix’d in wild concert with the warbling brooks

Increas’d
, the diftant bleatings of the hills

,

And hollow lows refponiive from the vales

,

Whence blending all the fweetened zephyr fprings.

Mean time refra&ed from yon eaftern cloud,

Beftriding earth
,
the grand ethereal bow

Shoots up immenfe
*,
and every hue unfolds,

In fair proportion running from the red

,

To where the violet fades into the sky.

Here
, av/fui Newton

,
the diflolving clouds

Form
, fronting on the fun

,
thy showery prifm ;

And to the fage-inftru&ed eye unfold

The various twine of light
, by thee difclos’d

From the white mingling maze. Not fo the boy.
He wondering views the bright enchantment bend,
Delightful

, o’er the radiant fields , and runs

To catch the filling glory; but amaz'd

Beholds th’ amufive arch before him £y,
Then vanish quite away. Still night fucceeds ,

A foftened shade; and faturated earth

Awaits the morning-beam
, to give to light,

Rais d thro’ ten thoufand different olaflic tubes,

The balmy treafures of the former da)^.

Then fpring the living herbs
,
p^ofufely- wild,

O er all the deep-green earth
,
beyond the power

Of botanifis to number up their tribes :

Whether he fteals along the lonely dale,

In filent fearch ; or thro’ the foreft
,
rank



r^ith what the dull incurious weeds account,

!urfis his blind way ; or climbs the mountain-rock 9

ir’d by the nodding verdure of its brow.

Vitli fuch a liberal hand has Nature filing

"heir feeds abroad
,
blown them about in winds,

imumerous mix’d them with the nurfing mold

,

lie moifiening current
,
and prolific rain.

But who their virtues can declare ? who pierce

,

^ith vifion pure
,
into thefe fecret fiores

)f health, and life
,
and joy? the food of Man,

V’hile yet he liv’d in innocence, and told

i length of golden years *, unfiesh’d in blood

,

L firanger to the favage arts of life

,

)eath , rapine ,
carnage

,
furfeit

,
and difeafe ;

lie lord
,
and not the tyrant

,
of the world.

The firft fresh dawn then wak’d the gladdened

)f uncorrupted Man
, nor blush’d to fee ( race

lie fluggard fieep beneath its facred beam :

'or their light {lumbers gently fum’d away,

Lnd up they rofe as vigorous as the fun

,

)r to the culture of the willing glebe

,

)r to the chearful tendance of the flock. ( fport

,

deantime the fong went round -, and dance and

^ifdom and friendly talk
,
fuccefîive

,
fiole

fheir hours away : while in the rofy vale

,ove breath’d his infant fighs
,
from anguish free

,

lnd full replete with blifs -, fave the fweet pain ,

fhat
,
inly thrilling, but exalts it more.

?or yet injurious a£f, nor fuidy deed.



12 SPRING.
Was known among thofe happy fons of Heaven
For reafon and benevolence were law.

Harmonious Nature too look’d fmiling on.

Clear shone the skies
, cool’d with eternal gales,

Ançl balmy fpirit all. The youthful fun

Shot his beft rays
, and ftiil the gracious clouds

Drop d fatnefs down ; as o’er the fwelling mead

,

The herds and flocks , commixing
, play’d fecure.

This when
, emergent from the gloomy wood ,

The glaring lion faw, his horrid heart

Was meekened
, and he join’d his fullen joy.

For mufic held the whole in perfedl peace :

Soft flgh’d the flute; the tender voice was heard

Warbling the varied heart, the woodlands round

•^PPty’d their quire; and winds and wraters flow’d

In confonance. Such were thofe prime of days.

But now thofe white unblemish’d manners
whence

The fabling poets took their golden age

,

Are found no more amid thefe iron times

,

Thefe dregs of life ! Now the diftemper’d mind
Has loft that concord of harmonious powers,
Which forms the foul of happinefs ; and all

Is off the poife within : the pallions all

Have burft their bounds
; and reafon half extindl

Or impotent
, or elfe approving

, fees

The foul diforder. Senfelefs
,
and deform’d

,

Convulfive anger florins at large ; or pale

,

And filent, fettles into fell revenge.
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Bafe envy withers at another’s joy,

A.nd hates that excellence it cannot reach.

Defponding fear
, of feeble fancies full

,

Weak and unmanly, loofens every power.

Sven love itfelf is bitternefs of foul

,

A penfive anguish pining at the heart ;

Dr
,
funk to fordid filtered:

, feels no more

Fhat noble wish
,
that never cloy’d defire ,

Which , felfish joy difdaining
, feeks alone

Po biefs the dearer objedl of its flame.

[dope fickens with extravagance ; and grief,

Of life impatient
,
into madnefs fwelis ;

Or in dead filence wades the weeping hours.

Ihefe, and a thoufand mixt emotions more,

Prom ever-changing views of good and ill

,

Form’d infinitely various
, vex the mind

( grows
With endlefs dorai : whence , deeply rankling

,

Ihe partial thought
,
a lifilefs unconcern

,

Cold, and averting from our neighbour’s good;
Then dark difgud

,
and hatred

, winding wiles 9

Coward deceit
, and ruffian violence :

A* laft
, extind each focial feeling

, fell

And joylefs inhumanity pervades

And petrifies the heart. Nature difturb’d

h deem’d
j vindidive, to have chang’d her courfe.

Hence
,
in old dusky time

, a deluge came :

When the deep -cleft departing orb, that arch’d

The central waters round, impetuous rush’d,

With univerfal burd, into the gulph,
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And o’er the high-pil’d hills of fra&ur’d earth

Wide dash’d the waves, in undulation vaft;

Till , from the center to the ftrearning clouds

,

A shorelefs ocean tumbled round the globe.

The Seafons fince have , with feverer fway

,

Opprefs’d a broken world : the Winter keen

Shook forth his wafte of fnows *, and Summer shot

His peftilential heats. Great Spring
,
before

,

Green’d all the year i and fruits and blolToms

blush’d

,

In focial fweetnefs , on the felf-fame bough.

Pure was the temperate air*, an even calm

Perpetual reign’d , fave what the zephyrs bland

Breath’d o’er the blue expanfe : for then nor ftorms

Were taught to blow
, nor hurricanes to rage *,

Sound flept the waters -, no fulphureous glooms

Swell’d in the sky
,
and fent the lightning forth i

While fickly damps , and cold autumnal fogs

,

Hung not, relaxing
,
on the iprings of life.

But now ,
of turbid elements the fport,

From clear to cloudy toft
,
from hot to cold

,

And dry to moift , with inward-eating change

,

Our drooping days are dwindled down to nought

,

Their period finish’d ere ’tis well begun.

And yet the wholefome herb negle&ed dies *,

Though with the pure exhilarating foul

Of nutriment and health , and vital powers

,

Beyond the fearch of art , ’tis copious bleft.

For , with hot rayine fir’d
,
enlanguihd Man
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Is now become the lion of the plain

,

And worfe. The wolf, who from the nightly fold

Fierce drags the bleating prey, ne’er drunk her milk,

Nor wore her warming fleece : nor has the fleer.

At whofe ftrong cheft the deadly tyger hangs

,

E’er plow’d for him. They too are temper’d high.

With hunger flung and wild neceflity

,

Nor lodges pity in their shaggy breafl.

But Man, whom Nature form’d of milder clay,

With every kind emotion in his heart

,

And taught alone to weep *, while from her lap

She pours ten thoufand delicacies
,
herbs

,

And fruits
,
as numerous as the drops of rain

Or beams that gave them birth : shall he
,
fair form !

Who wears fweet (miles ,
and looks eredf on

Heaven

,

E’er ftoop to mingle with the prowling herd,

And dip his tongue in gore ? The beaft of prey,

Blood-ftain’d
>
deferves to bleed : but you

,
ye flocks.

What have you done
*,
ye peaceful people, what.

To merit death
?
you

,
who have given us milk

In lufcious dreams ,
and lent us your own coat

Againfl the winter’s cold ? And the plain ox ,

That harmlefs , honeft

,

guilelefs animal

,

In what has he offended? he, whofe toil,

Patient and ever ready, clothes the land

With alb the pomp of harveft ; shall he bleed,

And ftruggling groan beneath the cruel hands

Even of the clown he feeds? and that, perhaps,



i6 SPRING.
To fwell the riot of th’ autumnal feaft

,

Wen by his labour ? Thus the feeling heart

Would tenderly fuggeft : but ’tis enough.

In this late age, adventurous
,
to have touch’

<

Light on the numbers of the Samian Sage.

HighHeaven forbids the boldprefumptuousflrain

Whofe wifeft will has fix’d us in a fiate

That mufi not yet to pure perfe&ion rife.

Now when the firft foul torrent of the brooks

Swell’d with the vernal rains
,

is ebb’d away

,

And ,
whitening, down their moffy-tin&ur’d ftrean

Defcends the billowy foam : now is the time

,

While yet the dark-brown water aids the guile

,

To tempt the trout. The welhdiffembled fly,

The rod fine-tapering with elaftic fpring.

Snatch’d from the hoary fteed the floating line,

And all thy flender watry flores prepare.

But let not on thy hook the tortur’d worm

,

Convulfive ,
twift in agonizing folds -,

Which
,
by rapacious hunger fwallow’d deep

,

Gives, as you tear it from the bleeding breaft

Of the weak helplefs uncomplaining wretch

,

Harsh pain and horror to the tender hand. *

When with his lively ray the potent fun

Has pierc’d the flreams
,
and rous’d the finny race

Then
,
ifluing chearful

,
to thy fport repair -,

Chief should the weftern breezes curling play

And light o’er ether bear the shadowy clouds.

High to their fount , this day
,
amid the hills ,

Am



And woodlands warbling round, trace up the

brooks
;

The next
,
purfue their rocky-channel'd maze ,

Down to the river , in whofe ample wave
Their little Naiads love to fport at large,

lull in the dubious point, where with the pool
Is mix’d the trembling liream, or where it boils
Around the Hone

, or from the hollow’d bank
Reverted plays in undulating flow

,

Fhere throw
, nice-judging, the delufive fly;

Ind as you lead it round in artful curve

,

iFith eye attentive mark the fpringing game.
(trait as above the furface of the flood
hey wanton rile

, or urg’d by hunger leap

,

"hen fix, with gentle twitch, the barbed hook t

ome lightly tolling to the grafly bank

,

nd t0 îhe shelving shore flow-dragging fome

,

^th various hand proportion’d to their force,

yet too young, and eafily deceiv’d,

worthlefs prey fcarce bends your pliant rod ,

sm, piteous of his youth and the short fpace
e has enjoy’d the vital light of Heaven,
ft difengage, and back into the flream
îe Speckled captive throw. But should you lure
cm his dark haunt

, beneath the tangled roots

:
pendant trees, the monarch of the brook,

hoves you then to ply your fineft art.

ng time he , following cautious
, fcans the fly;

d oft attempts to feize it, but as oft

C
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The dimpled crater fpeaks his jealous fear.

At laft
,
while haply o’er the shaded fun

PalTes a cloud
,
he defperate takes the death

,

With fullen plunge. At once he darts along,

Deep-flruck, and runs out ail the lengthened line

Thenfeeks the fartheflooze, the sheltering weed

The cavern’d bank
,
his old fecure abode -,

And flies aloft, and flounces round the pool

,

Indignant of the guile. With yielding hand,

That feels him flill
,
yet to his furious courfe

Gives way
,
you ,

now retiring ,
following now

Acrofs the flream , exhauft his idle rage :

Till floating broad upon his breathiefs fide

,

And to his fate abandon’d , to the shore

You gaily drag your unrefifling prize.

Thus p3fs the temperate hours : but when the fi

Shakes from his noon-day throne the fcatterir

clouds

,

Even shooting lifllefs languor thro’ the deeps -,

Then feek the bank where flowering elders crou

Where fcatter’d wild the lily of the vale

Its balmy effence breathes, where cowflips hanj

The dewy head
,
where purple violets lurk

,

Wi:h all the lowly children of the shade :

Or lie reclin’d beneath yon fpreading ash.

Hung o’er the fleep*, whence, borne qn liquid wit

The founding culver shoots ,
or where the haw

High
,
in the beetling cliff , his airy builds.

There let the claflic page thy fancy lead
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Thro’ rural fcenes ; fuch as the Mantuan (Vain

Paints in the matchlefs harmony of fongv
Or catch thyfelf the landskip

,
gliding fwift

Athwart imagination’s vivid eye :

Or by the vocal woods and waters Iull’-d :

And loft in lonely mufing , in the dream

,

Confus’d
, of carele fs foiitude

,
where mix

Ten thoufand wandering images pf things
,

Soothe every guft of paflion into peace 5

All but the fwellings of the foften’d heart,

That waken
, not difturb

, the tranquil mind.

Behold yon breathing profpea bids the Mufe
Throw all her beauty forth. But who can paint

Like Nature ? Can imagination boaft

,

Amid its gay creation
, hues like hers ?

Or can it mix them with that matchlefs skill

,

And lofe them in each other
, as appears

In every bud that blows? If fancy then
Unequal fails beneath the pleaftng task

,

Ah what shall language do? ah where find words
Ting’d with fo many colours ; and whofe power

,

To life approaching , may perfume my lays
With that fine oil

, thofe aromatic gales

,

That inexhauftive flow continual round?
Yet, tho’ fuccefslefs

, will the toil delight.

Come then
,
ye virgins and ye youths

, whofe
Have felt the raptures of refining love

; ( hearts
And thou, Amanda, come, pride of my fongi

by the Graces
, lovelinefs itfelf!

C 2
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Come with thofe downcafl eyes, fedate and fweet,

Thofe looks demure , that deeply pierce the foul

,

Where, with the light of thoughtful reafon mix’d.

Shines lively fancy and the feeling heart :

O come ! and while the rofy-footed May
Steals blushing on, together let us tread

The morning dews, and gather in their prime

Fresh blooming flowers, to grace thy braided hair.

And thy lov’d bofom that improves their fweets.

See , where the winding vale its lavish flores ,

Irriguous ,
fpreads. See , how the lily drinks

The latent rill., fcarce oozing thro’ the grafs,

Of growth luxuriant*, or the humid bank,

In fair profuflon , decks. Long let us walk ,

Where the breeze blows from yon extended field

Of bloflom’d beans. Arabia cannot boaft

A fuller gale of joy, than, liberal, thence

Breathes thro’ the fenfe, and takes the ravish’d foul.

Nor is the mead unworthy of thy foot

,

Full of fresh verdure ,
and unnumber’d flowers,

The negligence of Nature
, wide, and wild*.

Where ,
undifguis’d by mimic Art

,
she fpreads

Unbounded beauty to the roving eye.

Here their delicious task the fervent bees,

In fwarming millions
,
tend : around ,

athwart

,

Thro’ the foft air, the bufy nations fly,

Cling to the bud, and, with inferted tube,

Suck its pure eflence , its ethereal foul ;

And oft, with bolder wing ,
they foaring dare
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The purple heath

, or where the wild thyme grows.
And yellow load them with the lufcious fpoil*

At length the finish’d garden to the view
Its villas opens, and its alleys green.
Snatch’d thro’ the verdant maze , the hurried eye
Diflra&ed wanders

; now the bowery walk
3f covert clofe, where fcarce a fpeck of day
- aîls on the lengthen’d gloom, protraded fweeps :

*ow meets the beading sky ; the river now
dimpling along, the breezy ruffled lake,
fhe forefl darkening round, the glittering fpire,

ethereal mountain
, and the diflant main.

ut ^hy fo far excurfive? when at hand,
Llong thefe blushing borders , bright with dew,
-nd in yon mingled wildernefs of flowers

,

air-handed Spring umbcfoms every grace;
hrows out the fnow-drop, and the crocus firft;

he daify, primrofe, violet darkly blue,
nd polyanthus of unnumber’d dyes ;

he yellow wall-dower, Gain'd with iron brown;
n.d lavish flock that fcents the garden round :

°m the foft wing of vernal breezes shed,
nemonies

; auriculas
, enrich’d

ith shining meal o’er ail their velvet leaves;
id full ranunculas

, of glowing red.
len comes the tulip-race

, where Beauty plays
?r idle freaks; from family diffus’d

) family, as flies the father-duft,

10 vaned colours run
; and, while they break

C3
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On the charm’d eye, th’ exulting fîcrifl marks

,

With fecret pride, the wonders of his hand.

No gradual blcom is wanting -, from the bud ,

Firft-born of Spring, to Summer’s musky tribes:

Ncr hyacinths
,
of pureft virgin white ,

Low - bent
,
and blushing inward -, nor jonquils ,

Of potent fragrance -, nor Narciftus fair ,

As o’er the fabled fountain hanging dill*.

Nor broad carnations ,
nor gay-fpotted pinks ,

Nor , shower’d from every bush
,
the damask-rofe.

Infinite numbers, delicacies, fmells,

“With hues on hues exprefiion cannot paint,

The breath of Nature ,
and her endlefs bloom.

Hail
,
Source of Being ! Universal Soul

O fHeaven and earth ! Essential Presence, hail !

To Thee 1 bend the knee -, to Thee my thoughts

,

Continual
,
climb ; who, wfith a mafter-hand

,

Haft the great whole into perfection touch’d.

By Thee the various vegetative tribes

,

Wrapt in a filmy net, and clad with leaves.

Draw the live ether
,
and imbibe the dew :

By Tiiee difpos'd into congenial foils,

Stands each attractive plant
,
and fucks

,
and fwelh

The juicy tide*, a twining mafs of tubes.

At Thy command the vernal fun awakes

The torpid fap
,
detruded to the root

By wintry winds *, that now in fluent dance ,

And lively fermentation ,
mounting, fpreads

All this innumerous-coloured feene of things.
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As riling from the vegetable world

My theme afcends , with equal wing afcend

,

My panting Mufe -, and hark, how loud the woods
Envite you forth in all your gayeli trim.

Lend me your long, ye nightingales ! oh pour

The mazy - running foul of melodjr

Into my varied verfe ! while I deduce,

From the Rrft note the hollow cuckoo lings,

The fymphony of Spring
,
and touch a theme

Unknown to fame
,
the Pajjzon of the groves.

When firft the foul of love is fent abroad

,

Warm thro’ the vital air
,
and on the heart

Harmonious feizes
,
the gay troops begin

,

En gallant thought
, to plume the painted wing -,

And try again the long -forgotten ftrain,

At hrft faint-warbled. But no fooner grows

The Toft infulion prevalent
,
and wide ,

Than
, all alive

, at once their joy o’erRows

In mulic unconhn’d, Up-fprings the lark

,

Shrill-voic’d
,
and loud

,
the melfenger of morn *,

Ere yet the shadows fly , he mounted lings

Amid the dawning clouds
,
and from their haunts

Calls up the tuneful nations. Every copfe

Deep-tangled
, tree irregular

,
and bush

Bending with dewy moiRure
,
o’er the heads

Of the coy quiriRers that lodge within

,

Are prodigal of harmony. The thrush

And wood-lark, o’er the kind^contending throng

Superior heard
, run thro’ the fweeteR length

C 4
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Of notes ; when liftening Philomela deigns

To let them joy, and purpcfes
,
in thought

Elate
, to make her night excel their day.

The black-bird whittles from the thorny brake;

The mellow bullfinch anfwers from the grove :

Nor are the linnets ,
o’er the flowering furze

Pour’d out profufely
, filent. Join’d to thefe

Innumerous fongflers, in the freshening shade

Of new-fprung leaves
,
their modulations mix

Mellifluous. The jay
,
the rook, the daw

,

And each harsh pipe
,
difcordant heard alone ,

Aid the full concert : while the flock dove breathes

A melancholy murmur thro’ the whole.

’Tis love creates their melody, and all

This watte of mufic is the voice of love ;

That even to birds, and bestts, the tender arts

Of pleafing teaches. Hence the gloiTy kind

Try every winning way inventive love

Can dilate, and in courtship to their mates

Pour forth their little fouls, Firtt, wide around,

'With dittant awe, in airy rings they rove.

Endeavouring by a thoufand tricks to catch

The cunning
,
confcious

,
half-averted glance

Of the rcgardlefs charmer. Should she feem

Softening the leaft approvance to beflow,

Their colours burnish , and by hope infpir’d ,

They brisk advance; then, on a fudden flruck,
j

Retire diforder’d ; then again approach ;

In fond rotation fpread the fpotted v/ing

,



And shiver every feather with defire.

Connubial leagues agreed
, to the deep woods

They hafte away, all as their fancy leads,

Pleafure, or food, or fecret fafety prompts \

That Nature’s great command may be obey’d :

Nor all the fweet fenfations they perceive

Indulg’d in vain. Some to the holly-hedge

Neftling repair, and to the thicket fome;

Some to the rude protection of the thorn

Commit their feeble offspring : the cleft tree

Offers its kind concealment to a few.

Their food its infers , and its mofs their nefls.

Others apart far in the graffy dale

,

Or roughening wafte
,
theirhumble texture weave,»

But mofl in woodland folitudes delight,

In unfrequented glooms
,
or shaggy banks

,

Steep
, and divided by a babbling brook

,

Whofe murmurs foothe them all the livedong day*

When by kind duty fix’d. Among the roots

Of hazel
,
pendant o'er the plaintive flream

,

They frame the firfl: foundation of their domes \

Dry fprigs of trees , in artful fabric laid

,

And bound with clay together. Now ’tis nought

But reftiefs hurry thro’ the bufy air

,

Beat by unnqmber’d wings. The fwallow fweeps

The flimy pool
,
to build his hanging houfe

Intent. And often , from the carelefs back

Of herds and flocks , a thoufand tugging bills

Pluck hair and wool \ and oft , when unobferv’d

,

C s
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Steal from the barn a flraw : till fcft and warm.
Clean , and complete

, tlicir habitation grows.

As thus the patient dam aiïiduous lits ,

Not to be tempted from her tender task

,

Gr by sharp hunger, or by fmooth delight,

Tho’the whole loofened Spring around her blows,

Her fympathizing lover takes his Hand

High on th’ opponent bank, and ceafelefs lings

The tedious time away*, or elfe fupplies

Her place a moment
, while she fudden flits

To pick the fcanty meal. Th’ appointed time

With pious toil fullfill’d, the callow young,

Warm’d and expanded into perfe& life y

Their brittle bondage break , and come to light

,

A helplefs family demanding food

With conflant clamour. O what pallions then

,

What melting fentiments of kindly care

,

On the new parents feize ! Away they fly

Afle&ionate
,
and undeliring bear

The mod delicious morfel to their young*.

Which equally diflributed, again

The learch begins. Even fo a gentle pair ,

By fortune funk, but form’d of generous mold,

And charm’d with cares beyond the vulgar bread,

In feme lone cott amid the diftant woods

,

Suftain’d alone by providential Heaven
,

Oft
,
as they weeping eye their infant train

,

Check their own appetites ,
and give them all.

Nor toil alone they {corn : exalting love

,
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By the great Father of the Spring infpir’tl

,

Gives infiant courage to the fearful race

,

And to the fimple art. With Healthy wing,

Should fome rude foot their woody haunts molefi,

Amid a neighbouring bush they filent drop.

And whirring thence , as if alarm’d
,
deceive

Th’ unfeeling fchool-boy. Hence, around the head

Of wandering fwain, the white -wing’d plover

wheels

Her founding flight, and then dire&ly on

In long excurfion skims the level lawn

,

To tempt him from her neA. The wild-duck, hence,

O’er the rough mofs , and o’er the tracklefs wafle

The heath-hen flutters
,
pious fraûd ! to lead

The hot purfuing fpaniel far aflray.

B.e not the Mufe asham’d
,
here to bemoan

Her brothers of the grove
,
by tyrant Man

Inhuman caught
,
and in the narrow cage

From liberty confin’d, and boundlefs air.

Dull are the pretty flaves , their plumage dull

,

Ragged, and all its brightening luflre lofi*.

Nor is that fprightly wildnefs in their notes

,

Which
,

clear and vigorous
, warbles from the

beech.

O then ye friends of love and love-taught fong

,

Spare the foft tribes, this barbarous art forbear j

If on your bofom innocence can win,
Mufic engage , or piety perfuade.

But let not chief the nightingale lament

C 6
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Her ruin’d care, too delicately fram’d

To brook the harsh confinement of the cage.

Oft when
, returning with her loaded bill

,

Th* aftonish’d mother finds a vacant neft.

By the hard hand of unrelenting clowns

Robb’d
,
to the ground the vain provifion falls ;

Her pinions ruffle
,
and low-drooping fcarce

Can bear the mourner to the poplar shade -,

Where
,
a’l abandon’d to defpair

,
she lings

Her forrows thro’ the night -, and, on the bough
,

Sole-fitting
, ftill at every dying fall

Takes up again her lamentable firain

Of winding woe -, till , wide around, the woods
Sigh to her fong

,
and with her wail refound.

But now the feather’d youth their former bounds,

Ardent
,
difdain; and

,
weighing oft their wings

,

Demand the free pofiefiion of the sky :

This one glad office more
,
and then difflolves

Parental love at once , now needlefs grown.
Unlavish JFifdcm never works in vain.

'Tis on fome evening, funny, grateful, mild.

When nought but balm is breathing thro’ the woods

,

With yellow lufire bright
,
that the new tribes

Vifit the fpacious heavens
,
and look abroad

On Nature’s common, far as they can fee,

Or wing
, their range and paflure. O’er the boughs

Dancing about , fiill at the giddy verge

Their refolution fails -, their pinions fiill

,

In loofe libration ftretch’d
,
to truft the void
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Trembling refufe : till down before them fly

The parent-guides, and chide
, exhort , commandj

Dr push them off. The furging air receives

ts plumy burden -, and their felf» taught wings

Minnow the waving element. On ground

flighted
, bolder up again they lead

,

farther and farther on
, the lengthening flight j

fill vanish’d every fear, and every power
louz’d into life and a&ion

, light in air

L h* acquitted parents fee their foaring race

,

Lnd once rejoicing never know them more»

High from the fummit of a craggy cliff,

lung o’er the deep , fuch as amazing frowns
)n utmofl (*) Kildas shore, whofe lonely race

Leflgn the fetting fun to Indian worlds

,

he royal jgagle draws his vigorous young,
crong-pounc’d , and ardent with paternal fire,

low fit to raife a kingdom of their own

,

le drives them from his fort
,
the towering feat

*

or ages
,
of his empire

; which , in peace
,

inflain’d he holds, while many a league to fea

le wings his courfe, and preys in diflant ifles®

Should I my fleps turn to the rural ^feat,

^hofe lofty elms
,
and venerable oaks

,

ivite the rook, who high amid the boughs,
i early Spring, his airy city builds,

nd ceafelefs caws amufive-, there, well-pleas’d*

(*) The farthçft of the werftern iflands of Scotland»
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I might the various polity furvey
Of the mixt houshold kind. The careful hen
Calls all her chirping family around

,

Fed and defended by the fearlefs cock ,

Whofe breaft with ardour flames, as on he walks.
Graceful, and crows defiance. In the pond

;

The finely-checker’d duck, before her train,

Rows garrulous. The fiately failing fwan
Gives out his fnowy plumage to the gale :

And arching proud his neck, with oary feet

Bears forward fierce, and guards his ofier-ifle,

Prote&ive of his young. The turkey nigh,

Loud -threatening, reddens*, while the peacock
fpreads

His every-colour’d glory to the fun

,

And fwims in radiant majefty along.

O’er the whole homely fcene
,
the cooing dove

Flies thick in amorous chace
,
and wanton rolls

The glancing eye, and turns the changeful neck#

While thus the gentle tenants of the shade

Indulge their purer loves, the rougher world
Of brutes, below, rush furious into flame,

And fiergp defire. Thro’ all his lufiy veins

The bull, deep-fcorch’d, the raging paflion feels*

Of pafture fick
, and negligent of food

,

Scarce feen, he wades among the yellow broom,
While o’er his ample fides the rambling fprays

Luxuriant shoot ; or thro’ the mazy wood
Deje&ed wanders, nor th’ inticing bud
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>ops ,
tho’ it preffes on his carelefs fenfe.

Ind oft, in jealous madning fancy wrapt.

He feeks the fight*, and, idly-butting, feigns

His rival gor’d in every knotty trunk.

Him should he meet, the bellowing war begins:

Their eyes fiaïh fury ; to the hollow’d earth

,

Whence the fand flies ,
they mutter bloody deeds,

And groaning deep ,
th* impetuous battle mix :

While the fair heifer
,
balmy breathing ,

near

,

Stands kindling up their rage. The trembling fteed.

With this hot impulfe feiz’d in every nerve,

Nor heeds the rein ÿ nor hears the founding thong;

Blows are not felt*, but tolling high his head.

And by the well-known joy to difiant plains

Attra&ed ftrong ,
all wild he burfis away.

O’er- rocks, and woods, and craggy mountains

And , neighing ,
on the aerial fummit takes ( flies ;

Th’ exciting gale *, then , fieep-defcending ,
cleaves

The headlong torrents foaming down the hills

,

Even where the madnefs of the firaiten’d ftream

Turns in black eddies round : fuch is the force

With which his frantic heart and finews fwell.

Nor undelighted by the boundlefs Spring

Are the broad monfiers of the foaming deep:

From the deep ooze and gelid cavern rous’d.

They flounce and tumble in unwieldy joy.

Dire were the firain , and diflonant ,
to ling

The cruel raptures of the favage kind :

How by this flame their native wrath fublim’d

,
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They roam

, amid the fury of their heart

,

The far-refounding wafte in fiercer bands ,

And growl their horrid loves. But this , the theme
I ling

, enraptur’d , to the British Fair ,

Forbids, and leads me to the mountain-brow,

Where firs the shepherd on the grafly turf,

Inhaling
, healthful

,
the defcending fun.

Around him feeds his many-bleating flock,

Of various cadence -, and his fportive lambs

,

This way and that convolv’d
,
in friskful glee

,

Their frolicks play. And now the fprightly race

Invites them forth*, when fwift, the fignal given ,

They flart away
,
and fweep the mafly mound

That runs around the hill -, the rampart once

Of iron war
,
in ancient barbarous times

,

When difunited Britain ever bled

,

Loft in eternal broil : ere yet she grew

To this deep-laid indiflbluble ftate
,

Where Wealth and Commerce lift their golden heads ^

And o’er our labours
,
Liberty and Law

,

Impartial, watch : the wonder of a world!

What is this mighty Breath
,
ye Sages

,
fay,

That
,
in a powerful language

, felt not heard

,

Inftru&s the fowls of heaven *, and thro’ their breaft

Thefe arts of love diffufes ? What , but God ?

Infpiring God ! who boundlefs Spirit all

,

And unremitting Energy
,
pervades

,

Adjufts ,
fuftains

,
and agitates the whole.

Hç ceafelefs works alone -, and yet alone
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îems not to work : with Rich perfection fram’d

this complex; ftupendous fcheme of things,

nt, tho’ conceal’d, to every purer eye

h’ informing Author in his works appears :

Kief
,
lovely Spring ,

in thee ,
and thy foft fcenes

,

he Smiling God is feen -, while water ,
earth

,

nd air atteft his bounty , which exalts

he brute creation to this finer thought,

nd annual melts their undefigning hearts

•ofufely thus in tendernefs and joy.

Sill let my fong a nobler note affirme ,

ad ling th’ infufive force of Spring on Man*,

rhen heaven and earth ,
as if contending ,

vye

o raife his being ,
and ferene his foul

,

m he forbear to join the general fmile

f Nature ? Can fierce pallions vex his breaft

,

'bile every gale is peace ,
and every grove

melody ? Hence ! from the bounteous walks

f flowing Spring
,
ye fordid fons of earth , j

3rd ,
and unfeeling of another’s woe •,

r only lavish to yourfelves *, away ! ( thought f

it come
,
ye generous minds, in wrhofe wide

f all his works, creative Bounty burns

r
ith warme ft beam -, and on your open front

id liberal eye
,

fits
,
from his dark retreat

viting modeft Want. Nor
,

till invok’d

m reftlefs goodnefs wait -, your a&ive fearch

aves no cold wintry comer unexplor’d*,

ke filent-working Heaven ,
furprifing oft
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The lonely heart with unexpected good.
For you the roving fpirit of the wind
Blows Spring abroad -, for you the teeming clouds
Defcend in gladfome plenty o’er the world;
And the fun sheds his kindefl rays for you,
Ye flower of human race ! In thefe green days

,

Reviving Sicknefs lifts her languid head
;

Life flows afresh
; and young ey’d Health exalts

ji he whole creation round. Contentment walks j
The funny glade

, and feds an inward blifs

Spring o’er his mind, beyond the power of kings Ç

To purchafe. Pure ferenity apace
Induces thought, and contemplation Hill.

By fwifc degrees the love of Nature works.
And warms the bofom

; till at laft fublim’d
To rapture

, and enthuflaflic heat

,

We fed the prefent Deity
, and tafte

The joy of God to fee a happy world !

Thcie are the facred feelings of thy heart,
Thy heart inform’d by reafon’s purer ray,
O Lyttelton

, the friend ! thy paflions thus
And meditations vary

, as at large
,

Courting the Mufe
, thro’ Hagley Park thou flrayefl

;

Thy British. Tempe ! There along the dale
, ( rocks,

With woods o’er-hung, and shagg’d with moffy
Whence on each hand the gushing waters play ,

1

And down the rough cafcade white-dashing fall
,

'

Or gleam in lengthened vifta thro’ the trees
, jjYou filent Real

; or fit beneath the shade
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£ folemn oaks, that tuft the fuelling mounts

brown graceful round by Nature s carelefs hand

,

ad penfive liften to the various voice

if rural peace : the herds , the Bocks ,
the birds ,

he hollow-whifpering breeze ,
the piaint of rills ,

hat
,
purling dov/n amid the twilled roots

7hkh creep around, their dewy murmurs shake

5n the footh’d ear. Prom thefe abfira&ed oft,

ou wander thro’ the philofophic world -,

^here in bright train continual wonders rife
,

)r to the curious or the pious eye.

md oft, coiidii&ed by hifiork truth,

fou tread the long extent of backward time :

Hanning ,
with warm benevolence of mmd

,

Vnd honefl zeal unwarp’d by party-rage

,

Britannia’s weal*, how from the venal gulph

Fo raife her virtue ,
and her arts revive.

Dr, turning thence thy view, thefe graver thoughts

The Mufes charm : while ,
with fure tafie refin d.

You draw th’ infpiring breath of ancient fong*,

Till nobly rifes ,
emulous ,

thy own.

Perhaps thy lov’d Lucinda shares thy walk

,

With foul to thine attun’d. Then Nature all

Wears to the lover’s eye a look of love j

And all the tumult of a guilty world,

Toll by ungenerous paflions , finks away.

The tender heart is animated peace *,

And as it pours its copious treafures forth,

In varied converfe, foftening every theme ,
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You

, frequent-paufing
, turn, and from her eyes.

Where meekened fenfe, and amiable grace.
And lively fweetnefs dwell

, enraptur’d , drink
That namelefs fpiritof ethereal joy,
Unutterable happinefs ! which love

,

Alone
, bellows

, and on a favour’dfew. ( brawMeartune you gain the height, from whofe fair
The burftmg profpeft fpreads immenfe around :

Andfoatch’d o’er hill and dale, and wood and lawn,
And verdant field, and darkening heath between
And villages embofom’d foft in trees,
And fpiry towns byfurging columns mark’d
Ot houshold fmoak

,
your eye excurfi ve roams •

Wide -firetching from the Hall, in whofe kind
The Hofpitable Genius lingers ffill

, (haunt
To where the broken kndskip, by degrees,
Afcending

, roughens into rigid hills ;

O’er which the Cambrian mountains
, like far clouds

That skirt the blue horizon
, dusky rife.

Flush’d by the fpirit of the genial year

,

Now from the virgin’s cheek a fresher bloom
Shoots

, lefs and Iefs
, the live carnation round -,

Her lips blush deeper fweets; she breathes ofyouth;
The shining moifture fwells into her eyes

,

In brighter flow -, her wishing bofom heaves

,

With palpitations wild -, kind tumults feize
Her veins

, and all her yielding foul is love.
From the keen gaze her lover turns away

,

Full of the dear exftatic power
, and fick
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^ith fighing languishment. Ah then
,
ye fair !

3e greatly cautious of your Hiding hearts :

3are not th’ infe&ious figh , the pleading look,
)own-caft, and low, in meek fubmiftion dreft,

Sut full of guile. Let not the fervent tongue,
’rompt to deceive

, with adulation fmooth
,

îain on your purpos’d will. Nor in the bower,
^here woodbinds flaunt

, and rofes shed a couch
JPhile Evening draws her crimfon curtains round’
frufl your foft minutes with betraying Man.
And let th’ afpiring youth beware of love,

~Jf the fmooth glance beware j for ’tis too late

,

Fhen on his heart the torrent-foftnefs pours,
rhen wifdom proflrate lies, and fading fame
)iflblves in air away *, while the fond foul

,

Wrapt in gay vifions of unreal blifs,

•till paints th’ illuflve form ; the kindling grace j

rh’ inticing fmile -, the modeft-feeming eye

,

leneath whofe beauteous beams, belying heaven
jurk fearchlefs cunning , cruelty

, and death :

’

ind ftill falfe-warbling in his cheated ear

,

1er fyren voice, enchanting, draws him on
•o guileful shores

, and meads of fatal joy.

Even prefent
,
in the very lap of love

nglorious laid*, while mufic flows around,
krfumes

,
and oils, and wine, and wanton hours \

tmid the rofes fierce Repentance rears

1er fnaky creft : a quick-returning pang
( ftill

y

hoots thro’ the confcious heart *, where honour
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And great defign ,

againft the opprefiive load

Of luxury , by fits , impatient heave.

But abfent
,
what fantaftic woes ,

arous’d

,

Rage in each thought , by reftlefs mufing fed

,

Chill the warm cheek, and blaft the bloom of life

Negle&ed fortune files*, and Aiding fwift,

Prone into ruin ,
fall his fcorn’d affairs.

Tis nought but gloom around : The darkened A

Lofes his light. The rofy-bofom’d Spring

To weeping Fancy pines ;
and yon bright arch

,

Contracted ,
bends into a dusky vault.

All Nature fades extinCt*, and she alone

Heard, felt, and feen
,
pofiefles every thought.

Fills every fenfe ,
and pants in every vein.

Books are but formal dulnefs
,
tedious friends *,

And fad amid the focial band he fits ,

Lonely, and unattentive. From his tongue

Th’ unfinish’d period falls : while ,
borne aw;

On fwelling thought ,
his wafted fpirit flies

To the vain bofom of his diftant fair*,

And leaves the femblance of a lover ,
fix’d

In melancholy fite,with head declin’d,

And love-dejeCted eyes. Sudden he Aarts,

Shook from his tender trance ,
and reftlefs run

To glimmering shades ,
and fympathctic gloom

Where the dun umbrage o’er the falling ftream,

Romantic ,
hangs *, there thro’ the penfive dusk

Strays
,
in heart thrilling meditation loft

,

Indulging all to love \ or on the bank
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Thrown, amid drooping lilies, fwells the breeze

With fighs uncealing, and the brook with tears.

Thus in foft anguish he confumes the day,

Nor quits his deep retirement
,

till the Moon
Peeps thro’ the chambers of the fleecy eaft,

Enlightened by degrees
,
and in her train

Leads on the gentle hours*, then forth he walks.
Beneath the trembling languish of her beam

,

With foftened foul , and wooes the bird of eve
To mingle woes with his : or , while the world
And all the Tons of Care lie hush’d in fleep ,

Aftbciates with the midnight shadows drear;

And , fighing to the lonely taper
, pours

His idly-tortur’d heart into the page

,

Meant for the moving mefTenger of love ;

Where rapture burns on rapture , every line

With riling frenzy fir’d. But if on bed
Delirious flung , fleep from his pillow flies.

All night he toffes
, nor the balmy power

Ih any poflure finds*, till the grey morn
Lifts her pale luftre on the paler wretch*
Exanimate by love : and then perhaps

Exhaufted Nature finks a while to reft

,

Still interrupted by diftra&ed dreams
,

That o’er the fick imagination rife

And in black colours paint the mimic fcene.

Oft with th* enchantrefs of his foul he talks
;

Sometimes in crouds diftrefs’d; or if retir’d

Ao fecret winding flower-enwoven bowers.
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Far from the dull impertinence of Man

,

Juft as he, credulous, his endlefs cares

Begins to lofe in blind oblivious love
, (

how

Snatch’d from her yielded hand ,
he knows no

Thro’ forefts huge , and long untravel’d heaths

With defolation brown ,
he wanders wafte ,

In night and tempeft wrapt -, or shrinks aghaft ,

Back , from the bending precipice -, or wades

The turbid ftream below ,
and ftrives to reach

The farther shore j
where fuccourlefs , and fad ,

She with extended arms his aid implores*.

But ftrives in vain : borne by th’ outrageous flooc

To diftance down, he rides the ridgy wave,

Or whelm’d beneath the boiling eddy finks.

Thefe are the charming agonies of love ,

Whofe mifery delights. But thro’ the heart

Should jealoufy its venom once diffufe

,

>Tis then delightful mifery no more ,

But agony unmix’d ,
inceflant gall

,

Corroding every thought ,
and blafting all

Love’s paradife. Ye fairy profpefts, then.

Ye beds of rofes ,
and ye bowers of joy,

Farewel ! Ye gleamings of departed peace,

Shine out your laft ! the yellow-tinging plague

Internal vifton taints ,
and in a night

Of livid gloom imagination wraps.

Ah then ! inftead of love- enlivened cheeks ,

Of fanny features ,
and of ardent eyes

With flowing rapture bright ,
dark looks fucceed

,

Suffus’d
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Suffus’d and glaring with untender fire;

I clouded afpeft, dnd a burning cheek

,

inhere the whole poifon’d foul, malignant fits

,

Vnd frightens love away. Ten thoufaad tears

ivented wild
, ten thoufand frantic vie ws

)f horrid rivals, hanging on the charms
or which he melts in fondnefs, eat him up
7ith fervent anguish

, and confuming rage,

n vain reproaches lend their idle aid

,

>eceitful pride
, and resolution frail,

living falfe peace a moment. Fancy pours

,

fresh, her beauties on his bufy thought,
Ler firft endearments twining round the foul »

7ith all the witchcraft of enfnaring love,

traight the fierce ftorm involves his mind anew,
lames thro’ the nerves , and boils along the veins ;

Tide anxious doubt diftra&s the tortur’d heart :

or even the fad affurance of his fears

'ere eafe to what he feels. Thus the warm youth
#

Tiom love deludes into his thorny wilds,
hro’ flowery-tempting paths, or leads a life

t fevered rapture
, or of cruel care

;

is bnghteft flames extinguish’d all, and all

is brighte ft moments running down to wafte.
But happy they ! the happieft of their kind!
horn gentler ftars units

, and in one fate

leir hearts , their fortunes
, and their beings blend,

is not the coarfer tie of human laws/
D
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Unnatural oft
,
and foreign to the mind

,

That binds their peace, but harmony itfelf.

Attuning all their pallions into love -,

Where friendship full-exerts her fofteft power,

Perfeâ: efteem enlivened by defire

Ineffable ,
and fympathy of foul -,

Thought meeting thought, and will preventing wi

With boundlefs confidence : for nought but love

Can anfwer love ,
and render blifs fecure.

Let him , ungenerous ,
who , alone intent

To biefs himfelf ,
from fordid parents buys

The loathing virgin , in eternal care
,

Well-merited ,
confume his nights and days :

Let barbarous nations ,
whofe inhuman love

Is wild defire , fierce as the funs they feel -,

Let eaftern tyrants, from the light of Heaven

Seclude their bofom-flaves ,
meanly poffefs’d

Of a meer ,
lifelefs , violated form :

While thofe whom love cements in holy faith

,

And equal tranfport ,
free as Nature live

,

Difdaining fear. What is the world to them,

Its pomp ,
its pleafure , and its nonfenfe all I

Who in each other dafp whatever fair

High fancy forms , and lavish hearts can wisl

Something than beauty dearer ,
should they lo<

Or on the mind ,
or mind-illumin’d face *,

Truth
,
goodnefs ,

honour, harmony ,
and love

The richefl bounty of indulgent Heaven.
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Meantime a fmiling offspring rifes round.
And mingles both their graces. By degrees

,

The human bloffom blows ; and every day

'

Soft as it rolls along
, shews fome new charm

,

The father’s luftre
, and the mother’s bloom.

Then infant reafon grows apace, and calls
For the kind hand of an arduous care.
Delightful task ! to rear the tender thought

,

Io teach the young idea how to shoot.
To pour the fresh inftru&ion o’er the mind
To breathe th’ enlivening fpirit, and to fix'
ihe generous purpofe in the glowing breaft.
Oh fpeak the joy

! ye , whom the fudden tear
Surprizes often, while you look around,
Vnd nothing ftrikes your eye but fights of blifs,
U1 various Nature prefiing on the heart;

elegant fufficiency, content
letirement, rural quiet, friendship, books,
^afe

,
and alternate labour, ufeful life,

hogreffive virtue, and approving Heaven.
rhefe are the matchlefs joys of virtuous love ;

Lnd thus their moments fly. The Seafons thus’,
ls ceafelefs round a jarring world they roll

,

till find them happy
; and confenting Spring

beds her own rofy garland on their heads :

'ill evening comes at laft
, ferene and mild ;

Then after the long vernal day of life

,

namour d more
, as more remembrance fwells

D z







The Argument.
The fubjeci propofed. Invocation, Addrefs to Mr.
Dcdington. An introductory reflection on the

^

motion of the heavenly bodies ; whence the fuccejjion

of the feafons. As the face of Nature in this feafon

is almofl uniform , the progrefs of the poem is a

defcription of a fummer's day. The dawn. Sun-

fifing. Hymn to the fun. Forenoon. Summer infects

defcribed. Hay-making. Sheep-shearing. Noon-day-

A woodland retreat. Groupe of herds and flocks. A
folemn grove : how it affects a contemplative mind,

A cataract
, and rude Jcene. View of Summer in the

torrid [one. Storm of thunder and lightning. A tale

The ftorm over
,
a ferene afternoon . Bathing. Hour

of walking. Tranfltion to the profpect of a rich

well- cultivated country ; which introduces a pane-

gyric on Great Britain. Sun-fet. Evening. Night.

Summer meteors, A comet . The whole concluding

with the praife oj philofophy.
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Vom brightening fields of ether fair difclos’d 9

lild of the Sun, refulgent Summer comes,

pride of youth , and felt thro’ Nature’s depth :

e comes attended by the fultry hours ,

nd ever fanning breezes ,
on his way -,

r
hile, from his ardent look, the turning Spring

verts her blushful face j and earth
,
and skies

,

11-fmiling, to his hot dominion leaves.

Hence ,
let me hafie into the mid-wood shade ,

rherefcarce a fun-beam wanders thro’ the gloom -

9

nd oil the dark-green grafs , befide the brink

f haunted fiream
,
that by the roots of oak

oils o’er the rocky channel ,
lie at large

,

nd fing the glories of the circling year.

Come
, Infpiration ! from thy hermit-feat ,

y mortal feldom found : may Fancy dare

,

rom thy fix’d ferious eye , and raptur’d glance

aot on furrounding Heaven, to fteal one look

reative of the Poet , every power

xalting to an ecfiafy of foul.

And thou , my youthful Mufe’s early friend
9

i whom the human graces all unite :

ure light of mind , and tendernefs of heart *,

renius , and wifdom -, the gay focial fenfe

,

y decency chaftis’d*, goodnefs and wit,

D 4
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In feldom-meeting harmony combin’d*,

Unbiemish d honour
,
and an a&ive zeal

For Britain’s glory, Liberty, and Man :

O Dodington ! attend my rural Tong,

Stoop to my theme, infpirit every line,

And teach me to deferve thy juib applaufe.

W ith wnat a t awful world-revolving power
Were firft the unwieldy planets launch’d along

Tli’ i il m Itable vo.d ! Thus to remain.

Amid the flux of many thoufond years
,

That oft has (V ept the toiling race of Men
,

And all their labour’d monuments away,
Firm, unremitting, matchlefs, in their courfe*,

To the kind-temper’d change of night and day,

And of the fesfons ever ftealing round ,

Minutely faithful : Such th* all-perfect Hand !

That pois’d, impe’s, and rules the fleady whole.
When now no more th’ alternate Twins are flr'd

,

And Cancer reddens with the fclar blaze

,

Short is the doubtful empire of the night*,

And fcon, obfervant of approaching day ,

The meek-ey’d Morn appears
,
mother of dews.

At firfl: faint-gle:ming in the dappled Caft :

Till far o’er ether fpreads the widening glow*,

And
,
from before the luftre of her face

, ( ftep ,

White break the clouds away. With quickened

Brown Night retires : Young Day pours in apace ,

And opens all the lawny profpedfc wide.

The dripping rock
,
the mountain s mifty top
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well on the fight, and brighten with the dawn.

lue , thro’ the dusk , the fmoakmg currents shine j

And from the bladed field the fearful hare

Limps ,*aukward : while along the foreft-glade

The wild deer trip , and often turning gaze

At early paflenger. Mufic awakes

The native voice of undifiembled joy;

And thick around the woodland hymns arife.

Rous’d by the cock, the foon-clad shepherd leaves

Itiis moflfy cottage
,
where with Peace he dwells ;

And from the crouded fold, in order, drives

His flock, to tafie the verdure of the morn.

Falfely luxurious, will not Man awaken

And, fpringing from the bed of floth
,
enjoy

The cool, the fragrant, and the filent hour.

To meditation due and facred fong?

For is there aught in fleep can charm the wife î

To lie in dead oblivion
,
lofing half

The fleeting moments of too short a life j

jTotal extindion of th’ enlightened foul !

Or elfe to feverish vanity alive

,

Wildered, and tolling thro’ diftemper’d dreams i

j^ho would in fuch a gloomy ftate remain

Longer than Nature craves -, when every Mufe

f

nd every blooming pleafure wa ; t without

,

o biefs the wildly dev-ous morning -walk ?

But yonder comes the powerful King of Day,

ejoic'ng in the eafl. The leflening cioud,

he kindling azure
, and the mountain's brow

D 5
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Illum’d -with fluid gold, his near approach

Betoken glad. Lo -, now , apparent ali

,

Allant the dew-bright earth , and coloured air

,

He looks in boundlefs majefty abroad *,

And sheds the shining day , that burnish’d plays

On rocks, and hills
,
and towers , and wandering

flreams

,

High gleaming from afar. Prime chearer Light!

Of all material beings flrft, and beft !

Efflux divine ! Nature’s refplendent robe !

Without whofe veiling beauty all were wrapt

In uneflential gloom -, and thou , O Sun !

Soul of furrounding worlds ! in whom bell feen

Shines out thy Maker ! may I ling of thee ?

Tis by thy fecret
,
ftrong

,
attra&ive force.

As with a chain indifloluble bound.

Thy fyflcm rolls entire ; from the far bourne

Of utmoft Saturn , wheeling wide his round

Of thirty years*, to Mercury
,
whofe disk

Can fcarce be caught by philofophic eye,

Loll in the near effulgence of thy blaze.

Informer of the planetary train ! (
orbs

Without whofe quickening glance their cumbrous

Were brute unlovely mafs
,
inert and dead *,

And not ,
as now, the green abodes of life!

How many forms of being wait on thee !

Inhaling fpirit ! from th* unfettered mind ,

By thee fublim’d ,
down to the daily race

,

The mixing myriads of thy fetting beam.
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The vegetable world is alfo thine ,

Parent of Seafons ! who the pomp precede

That waits thy throne, as thro’ thy vaft domain

,

Annual , along the bright ecliptic road

,

In world-rejoicing Rate
,
it moves fublime.

Mean-time , th’ expe&ing nations
,
circled gay

With all the various tribes of foodful earth

,

Implore thy bounty , or fend grateful up

A common hymn : while ,
round thy beaming car

,

High-feen, the Seafons lead, in fprightly dance

Harmonious knit
,
the rofy-finger’d Hours ,

The Zephyrs floating loofe
,
the timely Rains

,

Of bloom ethereal the light-footed Dews
y

And foftened into joy the furly Storms .

Thefe
,
in fucceflive turn

,
with lavish hand

,

Shower every beauty , every fragrance shower

,

Herbs, flowers,and fruits •, till,kindling at thy touch,

j

From land to land is flush’d the vernal year.

Nor to the furface of enlivened earth

,

Graceful with hills and dales ,
and leafy woods »

Her liberal trefles , is thy force confin’d :

But, to the bowel’d cavern darting deep,

The mineral kinds confefs thy mighty power.

Effulgent, hence the veiny marble shines;

Hence Labour draws his tools; hence burnish’dWar
Gleams on the day ; the nobler works of Peace

Hence biefs mankind,and generousCommerce binds

The round of nations in a golden chain.

The unfruitful rock itfelf , impregn’d by thee,

D 6
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In dark retirement forms the lucid none.

The lively Diamond drinks thy pureft rays
,

Colle&ed light, compact; that, polish’d bright.

And all its native luftre let abroad

,

Dares ,
as it fparkles on the fair one’s breaft

,

With vain ambition emulate her eyes.

At thee the R.uby lights its deepening glow.

And with a waving radiance inward flames.

From thee the Sapphire
,
folid ether

,
takes

Its hue cerulean; and, of evening tincf,

The purple-ftreaming Amethy ft is thine.

With thy own fmile the vellow-Topaz burns.

Nor deeper verdure dyes the robe of Spring

,

When fit ft she gives it to the fouthern gale.

Than the green Emeràld shows. But, all combin’d

Thick thro’ the whitening Opal play thy beams ;

Or * flying feveral from its furface
,
form

A trembling variance cf revolving hues ,

As the fite varies in the gazer’s ha d.

The very dead creation, from thy touch,

AiTumes a mimic life. By thee refin’d.

In brighter mazes the relucent ftream

Plays o’er the m ad. The precipice abrupt,

Projecting horror on the blackened flood

,

Softens at thy return. The d.fart joys

Wildly, thro’ all his melancholy bounds.

Rude ruins glitter ; and the briny deep
,

Seen from fome pointed promontory’s top,

Far to the blue horizon’s utmoft verge
,
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Reâlefs, refieas a floating gleam. But this,

And all the much-tranfported MuCe can flng

,

Are to thy beauty , dignity ,
and ufe

,

Unequal far -, great delegated fource

Of light ,
and life ,

and grace , and joy below Î

How shall I then attempt to flng of Him !

Who ,
Light Himself ,

in uncreated light

Inveiled deep ,
dwells awfully retir’d

From mortal eye, or angel’s purer ken*,

Whofe Angle (mile has , from the firfl of time ,

Fill’d ,
overflowing ,

all thofe lamps of Heaven

,

That beam for ever thro’ the boundlefs sky: '

|

But, should he hide his face, th’ aftonish d fun

,

And all th’ extinguish’d flars , would loofening reel

i Wide from their fpheres, and Chaos come again.

And yet was every faultering tongue of Man,

Almighty Father! filent in thy prai(e ?

Thy Works themfelves would raife a general voice,

Even in the depth of folitary woods

;

By human foot untrod -, proclaim thy power

,

i
And to the quire celeflial Thee refound,

Th’ eternal caufe
,
fupport

-,
and end of all !

! To me be Nature’s volume broad-difplay’d;

! And to perufe its all-k Arufling p3ge ,

Or ,
haply catching infpiration thence ,

Some eafy pailage , raptur’d ,
to tranflate ,

My foie delight ; as thro’ the falling glooms

Penfive I ftray, or with the rifmg dawn

On Fancy’s eagle-wing excurflve foar.
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, flaming up the heavens
,
the potent fua

Melts into limpid air the high-rais’d clouds.

And morning fogs, that hovered round the hills

In party-xolour’d bands -, till wide unveil’d

The face ofNature shines
,
from where earth feems

,

Far-ftretch’d around , to meet the bending fphere.

Half in a blush of cluftering rofes loft

,

Dew-dropping Coolnefs to the shade retires ;

There, on the verdant turf, or flowery bed,

By gelid founts and carelefs ril’s to mufe ;

While tyrant Heat, dlfpreading thro’ the sky.
With rapid fway , his burning influence darts

On Man
,
and beaft, and herb

,
and tepid ftream.

Who can unpitying fee the flowery race

,

Shed by the morn , their new-flush’d bloom refign

,

Before the parching beam ? So fade the fair.

When fevers revel thro’ their azure veins.

But one, the lofty follower of the fun,

Sad when he fets , shuts up her yellow leaves.

Drooping all night; and, when he warm returns,

Points her enamour’d bofom to his ray.

Home , from his morning task , the fwain retreats ;

His flock before him ftepping to the fold :

While the full-udder’d mother lows around

The chearful cottage, then expetting food,

The food of innocence, and health ! The Daw,
The rook and magpie, to the grey-grown oaks

That the calm village in their verdant arms,

Sheltering
, embrace

, dirett their lazy flight ;
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'Where on the mingling boughs they fit embower’d»

All the hot noon ,
till cooler hours arife.

Faint ,
underneath, the houshold fowls convene;

And ,
in a corner of the buzzing shade

,

The houfe-dog, with the vacant greyhound ,
lies ,

Out-ftretch’d ,
and fleepy. In his {lumbers one

Attacks the nightly thief, and one exults

O’er hill and dale*, till ,
wakened by the wafp ,

They ftarting fnap. Nor shall the Mufe difdain

|To let the little noify fummer-race

Live in her lay, and flutter thro’ her fong:

Not mean tho’ Ample*, to the fun ally’d.

From him they draw their animating fire.

Wak’d by his warmer ray ,
the reptile young

Come wing’d abroad*, by the light air upborn.

Lighter, and full of foul. From every chink.

And fecret corner ,
where they flept away

|

The wintry flornis *, or rifing from their tombs.

To higher life *, by myriads , forth at once

,

I

Swarming they pour *, of all the vary’d hues

! Their beauty-beaming parent can difclofe.

Ten thoufand forms! ten thoufand different tribes!

i

People the blaze. To funny waters fome

By fatal inftin£l fly *, where on the pool

They ,
fportive

,
wheel *, or failing down the flream.

Are fnatch’d immediate by the quick-ey’d trout.

Or darting falmon. Thro’ the green -wood glade

Some love to ftray *, there lodg’d, amus’d and fed.

In the fresh leaf. Luxurious ,
others make
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The meads their choice, and vifit every flowet

,

And every latent herb : for the fweet task.

To propagate their kinds, and where to wrap,
In what foft beds, their young yet undifclos’d,

Employs their tender care. Seme to the boufe

,

The fold, and dairy, hungry, bend their flight;

Sip round the pail, or tafte the curdling cheefe :

Oft, inadvertent, from the milky flream

They meet their fate ; or , weltering in the bowl

,

Withpowerlefs wings around th.m wrapt
,
expire.

But chief to heediefs flies the win low proves
A confiant death; where, gloomily retir’d.

The villain fpider lives
, cunning , and fierce

,

Mixt :re abhor’d ! Amid a mangled heap
Of carciiflfes

, in eaguar watch he fits,

O erlooking all his waving fnares around.

Near the dire cell the dreadlefs wanderer oft

PafTes
, as oft the ruffian shows his front ;

The prey at laft enfnar’d
, he dreadful darts,

"With rapid glide
, along the leaning line;

And
,
fixing in the wretch his cruel fangs

,

Strikes backward grimly pleas’d : the fluttering

And shriller found declare extreme diftrefs, (wing.
And ask the helping hofpitable hand.

Refounds the living furface of the ground:
Nor undelightful is the ceafelefs hum,
To him who mufes thro’ the woods at noon

;

Or drowfy shepherd, as he lies reclin’d,

With half-shut eyes , beneath the floating shade
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pf y/IKovs grey ,
clofe-crouding o’er the brook.

Gradual , from thefe what numerous kinds def-

tyading even the micro fcopic eye ! (
cend ,

full Nature fwarms with life -, one Wondrous mafs

bf animals
,
or atoms organiz’d ,

Waiting the vital Breath, when Pakent-Heayeic

[Shall bid his foirit blow. The hoary fen,

h putrid Reams ,
emits the living cloud

Of peftilence. Thro’ fubtemnean cells ,

Where {searching fun-beams fcarce can find a way*

[Earth animated heaves. The flowery leaf

[Wants not its foft inhabitants. Secure

,

(within its winding citadel, the flone

(fields multitudes. But chief the foreft-bougns

,

that dance unnumber’d to the playful breeze,

|xhe downy orchard, and the melting pulp

Of mellow fruit
,
the namelefs nations feed

|of evanefeent infecls. Where the pool

[Stands mantled o’er with green, inviflble,

[Amid the floating verdure millions ftray.

jEach liquid too, whether it pierces, fooths.

Inflames ,
refreshes ,

or exalts the tafte ,

(With various forms abounds. Nor is the ftreant

(Of purefl: cryflal ,
nor the lucid air *

Tho’ one tranfparent vacancy it feems

,

Void of their unfeen people. Thefe, concealed

By the kind art of forming Heaven ,
efcape

The grofler eye of Man : for ,
if the worlds

a worlds inclos’d should on his fenfes burfl,
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From cates ambrofu!

,
and the ne&ar'd bowl,

He would abhorrent turn ; and in dead night

,

When fi! en ce fleeps o’er all, be runn’d with noife.

Let no pref'.mirg impious railer tax

Creative Wisdcm, zs if aught was form’d

In va n
, or not for admirable ends.

Shall little haughty gnorance pronounce
His works unwife

, of which the final! eft part

Exceeds the narrov/ vifion of her mind?
As if upon a full proportion'd dome

,

On fwe’ling columns heav’d, the pride of art!

A critic-fly
, whofe feeble ray fearce fpreads

An inch around, with blind preemption bold.

Should dare to tax the ftru&ure of the wdiole.

And lives the Man , whofe univerfal eye

Has fwept at once th’ unbounded fcheme of things;

Mark’d their dépendance fo
,
and firm accord,

As with unfaultering ac.ent to conclude

That This availeth nought? Has any feen

The m’ghty chain of beings, leftening down
From Infinite Perfection to the brink

Of dreary Aothing

,

defolate abyfs !

From which aftonish’d thought, recoiling, turns?

Till then alone let zealous praife afeend

,

And hymns of holy wonder
,
to that Power

,

Whofe wifdom shines as lovely on our minds

,

As on our fmiling eyes his fervant-fun.

Thick in yon ftream of light
, a thoufand ways ,

Upward, and downward, thwarting, and convolv’d

,
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'he quivering nations fporr, till, tempelNwing’d

,

Pierce Winter (Veeps them from the face of day.

wen fo luxurious Men ,
unheeding

,
pafs

fin idle fummer life in fortune’s shine

,

i feafon’s glitter ! Thus they flutter on

'rom toy to toy
,
from vanity to vice ;

till, blown away by death ,
obli ion comes

Jehind ,
and ftrikes them from the book of life.

Now (warms the village o’er the jovial mead:

irhe ruflic youth, brown with meridian toil

,

healthful and flrong -, full as the fummer-rofe

Blown by prevailing funs , the ruddy maid

,

Half-naked, fwelling on the light, and all

Her kindled graces burning o’er her cheek.

£ven ftooping age is here *, and infant-hands

frail the long rake ,
or ,

with the fragrant load

p’ercharg’d
,
amid the kind oppreflion roll.

(Wide flies the tedded grain -, all in a row

Advancing broad , or wheeling round the field

,

jrhey fpread the breathing harveft to the fun

,

That throws refreshful round a rural fmell :

Dr , as they rake the green-appearing ground

,

knd drive the dusky wave along the mead

,

The ruflfet hay-cock rifes thick behind

,

n order gay. While heard from dale to dale,

taking the breeze ,
refounds the blended voice

)f happy labour , love ,
and focial glee.

Or rushing thence , in one diffuflve band

,

They drive the troubled flocks ,
by many a dog
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Compell’d

,
to where tlje mazy-running brook

Forms a deep pool
; this bank abrupt and high

,

And that fair fpreading in a pebbled shore.

Urg’d to the giddy brink., much is the toil

,

The clamour much, of men
,
and boys, and dogs,

Ere the foft fearful people to the flood

Comnvt their woolly fldes. And oft the fwain.

On feme impatient feizing, hurls them in:

Embolden’d then, nor hefitating more,
I'afl, fafl, they plunge amid the flashing wave,
And panting labour to the fartheft shore.

Repeated this
,

till deep the well wash’d fleece

Uas drunk the flood, and from his lively haunt
The trout is banish’d by the fordid ftream

j

Heavy
,
and dripping, to the breezy brow

Slow move the harmlefs race : where
, as they

Their fuelling treafures to the funny ray
, ( fpread

Inly diflurb’d
, and wondering what this wild

Outrageous tumult means, their. loud complaints

The country fill
; and, tofs’d from rock to rock,

Inceflant bleatings run around the hills.

At lafi, of fnowy white, the gathered flocks

Are in the wattled pen innumerous prefs’d

,

Head aoove head : and
,
rang'd in lufly rows

The sRepherds fit, and whet the founding shears.

The houfewife waits to roll her fleecy flores ,

With all her gay-dreft maids attending round.

One, chief, in gracious dignity enthron’d.

Shines o’er the reft
,
the paftoral queen

,
and rays
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Her fmiles
,
fweet-beaming ,

on her shepherd-king;

While the glad circle round them yield their fouls

To feflive mirth
,
and wit that knows no gall.

Meantime, their joyous task goes on apace :

Some mingling flir the melted tar, and fome

,

Deep on the new-shorn, vagrant’s heaving fide.

To Ramp his mafler’s cypher ready Rand ;

Others th’ unwilling wether drag along;

And
,
glorying in his might

,
the flurdy boy

Holds by the twilled horns th’ indignant ram.

Behold where bound, and of its robe bereft.

By needy Man
,
that all-depending lord

,

How meek , how patient ,
the mild creature lies Î

What foftnefs in its melancholy face

,

!
Whàt dumb complaining innocence appears !

|

Fear not, ye gentle tribes, ’tis not the knife

Of horrid daughter that is o’er you wav’d ;

No , ’tis the tender fwain’s well-guided shears

,

Who having now, to pay his annual care.

Borrowed your Reece
,
to you a cumbrous load

,

I

Will fend you bounding to your hills again.

A fimple fcene
!
yet hence Britannia fees

; Her folid grandeur rife : hence she commands

!

Th’ exalted flores of every brighter clime.

The treafures of the fun without his rage :

|

Hence , fervent all , with culture , toil
,
and arts,

! Wide glows her land : her dreadful thunder hence

j

Rides o’er the waves fublime , and now ,
even now

|

Impending hangs o’er Gallia’s humbled coafl ;
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Hence rules the circling deep, and awes the world

Tis raging Noon-, and, vertical, the fun

Darts on the head direft his forceful rays.

O’er heaven and earth
,
far as the ranging eye

Can fweep , a dazling deluge reigns -, and all

From pole to pole is undiftinguish’d blaze.

In vain the fight, deje&ed to the ground,

Stoops for relief-, thence hot-afcending ftearas

And keen reflexion pain. Deep to the root

Of vegetation parch’d
,
the cleaving fields

And flippery lawn an arid hue difclofe

,

Blaft Fancy’s bloom, and wither even the Soul,

Echo no more returns the chearful found

Of sharpening fcythe : the mower finking heaps

O’er him the humid hay ,with flowers perfum’d ;

And fcarce a chirping grafs-hopper is heard

Thro’ the dumb mead. Diftrefsful Nature pants.

The very ftreams look languid from afar -,

Or, thro’ th’ unshelter’d glade
,
impatient, feen

To hurl into the covert of the grove.

All-conquering Heat , oh intermit thy wrath l

And on my throbbing temples potent thus

Beam not fo fierce! Inceflant ftill you flow.

And ftill another fervent flood fucceeds

,

Pour’d on the head profufe. In vain I figh,

And reftlefs turn
,
and look around for Night;

Night is far off -, and hotter hours approach.

Thrice happy he ! who on the funlefs fide

Of a romantic mountain , foreft-crown’d

,
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Beneath the whole collected shade reclines :

Or in the gelid caverns, woodbine-wrought,

And fresh bedew’d with ever-fpouting ftreams,

Sits coolly calm*, while all the world without

,

Unfatisfied, and lick, toflfes in noon.

Emblem inftru&ive of the virtuous man

,

Who keeps his temper’d mind ferene
,
and pure.

And every paftion aptly harmoniz’d

,

Amid a jarring world with vice inflam’d.

Welcome
,
ye shades

!
ye bowery thickets

,
hail!

Ye lofty pines! ye venerable oaks!

Ye ashes wild, refounding o’er the fleep!

Delicious is your shelter to the foul

,

As to the hunted hart the fallying fpring

,

€ r ftream full-flowing
,
that his fwelling fldes

Laves , as he floats along the herbag’d brink.

Cool
,
thro’ the nerves

,
your pleaflng comfort git-

The heart beats glad-, the fresh-expanded eye (des.

And ear refume their watch; the linews knit;

And life shoots fwift thro’ all the lightened limbs.

Around th’ adjoining brook
,
that purls along

The vocal grove , now fretting o’er a rock

,

Now fcarcely moving thro’ a reedy pool

,

Now ftarting to a fudden ftream , and now
Gently diffus’d into a limpid plain ;

A various groupe the herds and flocks compofe

,

Rural confufton ! on the grafty bank

Some ruminating lie ; while others ftand

Half in the flood , and often bending ftp
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The circling furface. In the middle droops

The ftrong laborious ox
,
of honeft front ,

Which incompos’d he shakes -, and from his fides

The troublous infe&s lashes with his tail ,

Returning flill. Amid his fubje&s fafe
,

Slumbers the monarch-fwain -, his carelefs arm

Thrown round his head on downy mofs fuftain’d -,

Here laid his fcrip, with wholefome viands fill’d ;

There
,
liflening every noife, his watchful deg.

L :ght fly his {lumbers , if perchance a flight

Of angry gad-flies faften on the herd-.

That ftartling fcatters from the shallow brook ,

In fearch of lavish ftream. Tolling the foam ,

They fcorn the keeper’s voice
,
and fcour the plain

,

Thro’ all the bright feverity of noon -, ( moan

While ,
from their labouring breails , a hollow

Proceeding ,
runs low-bellowing round the hills.

Oft in this leafon too the horfe
,
provok’d

,

While his big finews full of fpirit fwell
,

Trembling with vigour, in the heat of blood,

Springs the high fence -, and o’er the field effus’d

Darts on the gloomy flood , with ftedfaft eye f

And heart eflranged to fear: his nervous chefl,

Luxuriant, and eredf ,
the feat of ftrength!

Bears down th’ oppoflng flream : quenchlefs hi!

He takes the river at redoubled draughts-, ( thiift;

And with wide noftrils
,
fnorting ,

skims the wave.

Still let me pierce into the midnight depth

Of yonder grove, of wildetf: largeft growth :

That

.



SUMMER.
That

, forming high in air a woodland quire ,

ftfods o’er the mount beneath. At every ftep

,

Solemn
,
and flow, the shadows blacker fall,

^.nd all is awful liflening gloom around.

Thefe are the haunts of Meditation
, thefe

fhe fcenes where ancient bards th’ infpiring breath

,

Static , felt ; and , from this world retir’d

,

Convers’d with angels
,
and immortal forms

,

Jn gracious errands bent : to fave the fall

f>£
virtue ftruggling on the brink of vice ;

p waking whifpers
, and repeated dreams

,

o hint pure thought, and warn the favour’d foul

or future trials fated to prepare
;

0 prompt the poet
, who devoted gives

is mufe to better themes
; to foothe the pangs

x dying worth
, and from the patriot^ breafi:

Backward to mingle in detefted war

,

it foremoft when engag'd
) to turn the death;

tid numberlefs fuch offices of love

,

aily , and nightly
, zealous to perform.

Shook fudden from the bofom of the sky
,

,thoufand shapes or glide athwart the dusk
,

I*
^alk majellic on. Deep - rous’d

,
I feel

lacred terror
, a fevere delight,

eep thro’ my mortal frame -, and thus, methinks,
foice , than human more

, th’abtfra&ed ear
fancy Unkes : « Be not of us afraid

,

>0°r kindred Man !. thy-fellow-creatures
, we

rom the fame Parent-FOwer our beings drew.,

1 E
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„ The fame our Lord , and laws ,
and great purfuit.

» Once fome of us, like thee, thro’ dormy life

,

« Toil’d, temped- beaten ,
ere we could attain

9» This holy calm ,
this harmony of mind

,

?» Where purity and peace immingle charms.

?» Then fear not us -, but with refponfive fong ,

?» Amid thefe dim recedes ,
undidurb’d

?» By noify folly and difeordant vice

,

?» Of Nature fing with us , and Nature’s God.

?» Here frequent ,
at the vifionary hour ,

?» When mufing midnight reigns or filent noon

,

?» Angelic harps are in full concert heard ,
(hill,

n And voices chaunting from the wood- crown

c

?» The deepening dale ,
or inmod fylvan glade ;

?» A privilege bellow’d by us ,
alone

,

» On Contemplation , or the hallow’d ear

?» Of Poet ,
fwelling to feraphic drain ».

A nd art thou ,
* Stanley ,

of that facred bam

Alas ,
for us too foon ! Tho’ rais’d above

The reach of human pain ,
above the flight

Of human joy -, yet, with a mingled ray

Of fadly pleas’d remembrance ,
mud thou feel

A mother’s love, a mother’s tender woe :

Who feeks thee dill ,
in many a former feene -,

Seeks thy fair form , thy lovely-beaming eyes

Thy pleafing converfe ,
by gay lively fenfe

Infpir’d : where moral wifdom mildly shone ,

Without the toil of art -, and virtue glow d

* A young lady ,
who died at the age of eighteen.



6ySUMMER.
In all her fmiles

, without forbidding pride.

But , O thou bell of parents ! wipe thy tears ;

Or rather to Parental Nature pay
The tears of grateful joy

, who for a while
Lent thee this younger felf

, this opening bloom
Of thy enlightened mind and gentle worth.
Believe the Mufe : the wintry blaft of death
Kills not the buds of virtue

; no , they fpread

,

Beneath the heavenly beam of brighter funs

Thro’ endlefs ages, into higher powers.
Thus up the mount

, in airy vifion rapt,

I ftray
, regardlefs whither -, till the found

Of a near fall of water
, every fenfe

( back

,

"Wakes from the charm ofthought : fwift-shrinking

I check my Heps
, and view the broken fcene.

Smooth to the shelving brink a copious flood
Rolls fair , and placid *, where colle&ed all

,

In one impetuous torrent
, down the fleep

it thundering shoots, and shakes the country round,
\kt firfl

,
an azure sheet

,
it rushes broad *,

Then whitening by degrees
, as prone it falls

,

;lnd from the loud refounding rocks below
gash’d in a cloud of foam

,
it fends aloft

1 hoary mill
, and forms a ceafelefs shower.

C

or can the tortur’d wave here find repofe t

ut, raging ftill amid the shaggy rocks
,

i^°w flashes o’er the fcatter’d fragments
, now:

jUlant the hollow channel rapid darts ;

Vnd falling fail from gradual flope to flope,

I

E %
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With wild infra&ed courfe

,
and leffened roar

,

It gains a fafer bed
,
and deals , at lad

,

Along the mazes of the quiet vale.

Invited from the cliff, to whofe dark brow

He clings
,
the deep-afcending eagle foars

,

With upward pinions thro’ the flood of- day *,

And
,
giving full his bofom to the blaze

,

Gains on the fun j while all the tuneful race
,

Smit by affli&ive noon ,
diforder’d droop ,

Deep in the thicket -, or , from bower to bower '

Refponflve ,
force an interrupted drain.

The dock - dove only thro’ the fored cooes

,

Mournfully hoarfe -, oft ceafing from his plaint

,

Short interval of weary woe ! again

The fad idea of his murder’d mate

,

Struck from his flde by favage fowler’s guile

,

Acrofs his fancy comes -, and then refounds

A louder fong offorrow thro’ the grove.

Beflde the dewy border let me lit

,

All in the freshnefs of the humid air -,

There in that hollowed rock ,
grotefque and wild,

An ample chair mofs- lin’d, and over head

By flowering umbrage shaded •, where the bee

Strays diligent
,
and with th’ extrafted balm

Of fragrant wood-bine loads his little thigh.

Now ,
while I tafle the fweetnefs of the shade,

While Nature lies around deep -lull’d in Noon,

Now come ,
bold Fancy

,
fpread a daring flight ,

And view the wonders of the torrid Zone :
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Climes unrelenting ! with whofe rage compar’d

,

Yon bl^ze is feeble
,
and yon skies are cool.

See, how at once the bright- effulgent- fun

,

Rifmg direft, fwift chafes from the sky
The short -liv’d twilight

; and with ardent blaze
Looks gaily fierce thro’ all the dazzling air :

He mounts his throne
; but kind before him fends

,

Iffuing from out the portals of the morn

,

The * general Breeze
,
to mitigate his fire ;

And breathe refreshment on a fainting world.
Great are the fcenes

, with dreadful beauty crown’d
And barbarous wealth

, that fee , each circling year

,

Returning funs and *j* double feafons pafs :

Rocks rich in gems
, and mountains big with mines

,

That on the high equator ridgy rife

,

Whence many a burfiing fiream auriferous plays :

Majeftic woods
, of every vigorous green

,

Stage above Rage
, high waving o’er the hills *

Or to the far horizon wide diffus’d „

A boundlefs deep immenfity of shade.
Here lofty trees

, to ancient fong unknown

,

The noble fons of potent heat and floods
( ven

Prone-rushing from the clouds
, rear high to Hea-

,

* Which blows conftantly between the tropics from the
aft , or the collateral points , the north-eaft and fouth-eaft

5
|:aufed by the preffure of the rarefied air on that before it 5
^cording to the diurnal motion of the fun from eaft to weft.
t In all climates between the tropics , the fun , as he paffes

nd repaffes in his annual motion, is twice a.year vertical,
vhich produces this effeff.

!

e s
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Their thorny ftems
, and broad around them throtr

Meridian gloom. Here ,
in eternal prime

,

Unnumber’d fruits of keen delicious tafte

And vital fpirit , drink amid the cliffs
,

And burning fands that bank the shrubby vales ,

Redoubled day, yet in their rugged coats

A friendly juice to cool its rage contain.

Bear me ,
Pomona ! to thy citron groves •,

To v/here the lemon and the piercing lime ,

With the deep orange
,
glowing thro’ the green

,

Their lighter glories blend. Lay me reclin’d

Beneath the fpreading tamarind that shakes ,

Fann’d by the breeze ,
its fever - cooling fruit.

Deep in the night the maffy locuft sheds

,

Quench my hot limbs -, or lead me thro’ the maze l

Embowering endlefs
,
of the Indian fig -,

Or thrown at gayer eafe
,
on fome fair brow ,

Let me behold
,
by breezy murmurs cool’d

,

Broad o’er my head the verdant cedar wave

,

And high palmetos lift their graceful shade.

O ftretch’d amid thefe orchards of the fun f

Give me to drain the cocoa’s milky bowl

,

And from the palm to draw its freshening wine !

More bounteous far than all the frantic juice

Which Bacchus pours. Nor ,
on its {lender twigs

Low-bending
,
be the full pomegranate fcorn’d*,

Nor
,
creeping thro’ the woods ,

the gelid race

Of berries. Oft in humble ftation dwells

Unboaftful worth , above faftidious pomp.
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Witnefs ^iou beft Anâna

,
thou the pride

Of vegetable life , beyond whatever

The poets imag’d in the golden age :

Quick let me drip thee of thy tufty coat

,

Spread thy ambrofial {lores
,
and feafl with Jove !

From thefe the profpedl varies. Plains immenfe

Lie flretch’d below , interminable meads ,

And vafl favannahs
,
where the wandering eye

,

Unfixt
,

is in a verdant ocean lofl.

Another Flora there , of bolder hues ,

And richer fweets
,
beyond our garden’s pride ,

Plays o’er the fields, and showers with fudden hand

Exuberant fpring : for oft thefe valleys shift

Their green-embroider’d robe to fiery brown
9

And fwift to green again
, as fcorching funs

,

Or dreaming dews and torrent rains
,
prevail.

Along thefe lonely regions, where retir’d,

From little fcenes of art
,
great Nature dwells

In awful folitude , and nought is feen

But the wild herds that own no mailer’s Hall

,

Prodigious rivers roll their fatning feas :

On whofe luxuriant herbage , half-conceal’d ,

Like a fallen cedar , far diffus’d his train ,

Cas’d in green fcales
, the crocodile extends*

The flood difparts : behold 1 in plaited mail

,

* Behemoth rears his head. Glanc’d from his fide 9

The darted fteel in idle shivers flies :

He fearlefs walks the plain , or feeks the hills ;

* The Hippopotamus , or riyer-horfe.

E4
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Where

, as he crops his varied fare
, the herds

,

In widening circle round
,
forget their food

,

And at the harmlefs ftranger wondering gaze.

Peaceful
, beneath primeval trees

,
that caft

Their ample shade o’er Niger’s yellow flream ,

And where the Ganges rolls his facred wave ;

Or mid the central depth of blackening woods
,

High-rais’d in folemn theatre around
,

Leans the huge elephant : wifefl of brutes 1

O truly wife ! with gentle might endow’d

,

Tho’ powerful
,
not deftru&ive ! Here he fees

Revolving ages fweep the changeful earth

,

And empires rife and fall
; regardlefs he

Of what the never- refling race of men
Projeâ: : thrice happy ! could he fcape their guile >

Who mine
,
from cruel avarice , his Reps ;

Or with his towery grandeur fwell their flate

,

The pride of kings ! or elfe his flrength pervert

,

And bid him rage amid the mortal fray,

Aflonish’d at the madnefs of mankind.

Wide o’er the winding umbrage of the floods,

Like vivid blofloms glowing from afar,

Thick-fwarm the brighter birds. For Nature’s hand,

That with a fportive vanity has deck’d

The plumy nations , there her gayeft hues

Profufely pours. -K But , if she bids them shine,

* In all the regions of the torrid zone , the birds , tho* more

beautiful in their plumage, are obferved to be lefs melodious

than ours.
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Array’d in all the beauteous beams of day

,

Yet frugal Rill , she humbles them in fong.

Nor envy we the gaudy robes they lent

Proud Montezuma’s realm, whofe legions cafl

A boundlefs radiance waving on the fun

,

While philomel is ours ; while in our shades
,

Thro’ the foft fllence of the Iiftening night

,

The fober-fuited fongflre s trills her lay.

But come , my Mufe
,
the defart- barrier burR 9

A wild expanfe of lifelefs fand and sky :

I And , fwifter than the toiling caravan

,

Shoot o’er the vale of Sennar , ardent climb

The Nubian mountains
,
and the feeret bounds

Of jealous AbvJJlnia boldly pierce.

|

Thou art no ruffian
, who beneath the mask

Of focial commerce com’fl to rob their wealth *,

No holy Fury thou
,
blafpheming Heaven,

With confecrated Reel to Rab their peace

,

And thro’ the land
,
yet red from civil wounds

,

To fpread the purple tyranny of Rome .

[Thou
,
like the harmlefs bee

,
may’R freely range ,

From mead to mead bright with exalted flowers ,

|From jafmine grove to grove
,
may’R wander gay

,

|

Thro’ palmy shades and aromatic woods ,

That grace the plains
,
invefl the peopled hills.

And up the more than Alpine mountains w"ave.

There on the breezy fummit, lpreading fair

,

For many a league *, or on Rupendous rocks

,

That from the fun-redoubling valley lift

,

E5
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Cool to the middle air , their lawny tops \

Where pa'aces , and fanes ,
and villas rife -,

And gardens frnile around
,
and cultur’d fields

And fountains gush-, and carelefs herds and flocks

Securely ftray -, a world within itfelf

,

Difdaining all aflault : there let me draw

Ethereal foul, there drink reviving gales

,

Profufely breathing from the fpicy groves

,

And vales of fragrance -, there at diftance hear

The roaring floods ,
and cataracls

,
that fweep

From difrmbowel’d earth the virgin gold -,

And o’er the varied landskip ,
refllefs

,
rove

,

Fervent with life of every fairer kind :

A land of wonders ! which the fun flill eyes

With ray diredl , as of the lovely realm

Inamour’d, and delighting there to dwell.
(
noon

,

How chang’d the fcene ! In blazing height of

The fun
,
opprefs’d, is plung’d in thickefl gloom.

Still Horror reigns
,
a dreary twilight round ,

Of ftruggling night and day malignant mix’d.

For to the hot equator crouding fafl

,

Where, highly rarefy’d, the yielding air

Admits their dream ,
inceffant vapours roll

,

Amazing clouds on clouds continual heap’d -,

Or whirl’d tempeftuous by the gufly wind

,

Or filent borne along ,
heavy ,

and flow

,

With the big flores of (learning oceans charg’d.

Meantime, amid thefe upper feas, condens'd

Around the cold aerial mountain’s brow

,



75
SUMMER.

And by conflifting winds together dash’d

,

The Thunder holds his black tremendous throne :

From cloud to cloud the rending Lightnings rage;

Till
»
in the furious elemental war

Diflolv’d, the whole precipitated mafs

Unbroken floods and folid torrents pours.

The treafures thefe , hidfrom the bounded fearch

Of ancient knowledge ; whence
, with annual

pomp

,

Rich king of floods ! o’erflows the dwelling Nile,

From his two fprings
,
in Gojam 9

s funny realm

,

Pure-welling out
, he thro’ the lucid lake

Of fair Dambea rolls his infant-flream.

There
, by the Naiads nurs’d , he fports away

His playful youth
, amid the fragrant ifles

,

That with unfading verdure fmile around.

Ambitious
, thence the manly river breaks ;

And gathering many a flood, and copious fed

With all the mellowed treafures of the sky

,

|

Winds in progreflive majefty along :

i

Thro’ fplendid kingdoms now devolves his maze*
Now wanders wild o’er folitary tra&s

|

Of life-deferted fand ; till
,
glad to quit

The joylefs defart , down the Nubian rocks

.

From thundering fleep to fteep
,
he pours his urn

$

I

And £gypl joys beneath the fpreading wave.
His brother Niger too

, and all the floods

In which the full-form’d maids of Afric lave

Their jetty limbs
; and all that from the tra£l

E 6
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Fall on Ccrmandel ’s coaft ,
or Malabar ;

From ¥ Menam’s orient ftrcam
,
that nightly shines

With infeft-lamps ,
to where Aurora sheds

On Indus’ fmi ling-banks the rofy shower :

All
,
at this bounteous feafon , ope their urns ,

And pour un toi; i g harvefl o’er the land.

Nor lefs rhy world, Columbus, drinks re-

The lavish moiflure of the melting year. ( fresh’d

,

Wide o’er his idles ,
the branching Oronoque

Rolls a brown deluge -, and the native drives

To dwell aloft on life-fufficing trees

,

At once his dome ,
his robe

,
his food . and arms.

Swell’d fcry a thoufand fir earns ,
impetuous hurl’d

From all the roaring Andes
,
huge defcends

The mighty ¥ ¥ Orellana. Scarce the Mufe

Dares flretch her wing o’er this enormous mafs

Of rushing water -, fcarce she dares attempt

The fea-like Plata ; to whole dread expanfe

,

Continuous depth
,
and w'ondrous length of courfe

,

Our floods are riils. With unabated force

,

ïn filent dignity they fweep along

,

And traverfe realms unknown, and blooming

And fruitful defarts ,
worlds of fo’itude , ( wilds t

Where the fun fmiles and feafons teem in vain

,

* 'fhe river that runs thro* Siam ; on whofe banks a vaft

multitude of thofe infers called Fire -flics make a beautiful

appearance in the night.

* * The tmr of the Amazons.
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Unfeen, and unenjoy’d. Forfaking thefe,

O’er peopled plains they fair-diffuflve flow

,

And many a nation feed ,
and circle fafe ,

In their foft bofom ,
many a happy ifle *,

The feat of blameiefs Pan ,
yet undiflurb’d

By chriflian crimes and Europe's cruel fons.

Thus pouring on ,
they proudly feek the deep ;

Whofe vanquish’d tide ,
recoiling from the shock $

Yields to the liquid weight of half the globe ;

And Ocean trembles for his green domain.

But what avails this wondrous wafte of wealth ?

This gay profuflon of luxurious blifs ?

This pomp of Nature ? what their balmy meads

,

Their powerful herbs
,
and Ceres void of pain ?

By vagrant birds difper’d, and wafting winds

,

What their unplanted fruits? what the cool

draughts

,

j

Th’ ambrolial food
,
rich gums

,
and fpicy health

,

Their forefts yield ? Their toiling infe&s what

,

I

Their fllky pride
,
and vegetable robes ?

i Ah ! what avail their fatal tteafures ,
hid

Deep in the bowels of the pitying earth »

|

Golconda’

s

gems
,
and fad Potofi's mines *,

Where dwelt the gentlefl children of the fun ?

What all that Afric’s golden rivers roll,

j

Her odorous woods ,
and shining ivory flores }

111- fated race ! the foftening arts of Peace

,

Whate’er the humanizng Mufes teach*.

The godlike wifdojji of the temper’d breaft ;
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Progreflive truth

, the parient force of thought ;

Inveftigation calm, whofe filent powers
Command the world

-,
the Light that leads to

Heaven -,

Kind equal rule , the government of laws

,

And all-prou&ing Freedom
, which alone

Suftains the name and dignity of Man:
Thefe are not theirs. The parent-fun himfelf

Seems o’er this world of flaves to tyrannize
i

And , with oppreflive ray
, the rofeat bloom

Of beauty blafting
,
gives the gloomy hue ,

And feature grofs : or worfe
, to ruthlefs deeds ,

Mad jealouiy
,
blind rage, and fell revenge

,

Their fervid lpirit fires. Love dwells not there.

The foft regards, the tendernefs of life,

The heart-shed tear , th’ ineffable de ight

Of fweet humanity : thefe court the beam
Of milder climes

\ in felfish fierce defire
,

And the wild fury ofvoluptuous fenfe

,

There loft. The very brute-creation there

This rage partakes
, and burns with horrid fire,

Lo ] the green ferpent
, from his dark abode

,

"Which even Imagination fears to tread,

At noon forth- ifluing, gathers up his train

In orbs immenfe
, th: n

,
darting out anew

,

Seeks the refreshing fount*, by which diffus’d,

He throws his folds : and while
, with threatning

tongue
,

And deathful jaws ereft , the monfter curls
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His flaming creft , all other thirft appall’d

,

Or shivering flies
,
or check’d at didance ftands.

Nor dares approach. But flill more direful he.

The fmall clofe-lurking minifler of fate

,

Whofe high-conco&ed venom thro’ the veins

A rapid lightning darts
,
arrefling fwift

The vital current. Form’d to humble Man,

This child of vengeful Nature ! There, fublim’d

To fearlefs lull of blood, the favage race

Roam, licens’d by the shading hour of guilt

,

And foul mifdeed ,
when the pure day has shut

His facred eye. The tyger darting fierce

Impetuous on the prey his glance has doom’d :

The lively-shining leopard ,
fpeckled o’er

With many a fpot, the beauty of the trade j

And , fcorning all the taming arts of Man

,

The keen hyena
,
felleft of the fell.

Thefe, rushing from th’ inhofpitable woods

Of Mauritania
,
or the tufted ifles ,

That verdant rife amid the tybian wild

,

!

Innumerous glare around their shaggy king

' Majeftic , flalking o’er the printed fand *,

j

And ,
with imperious and repeated roars

,

j

Demand their fated food. The fearful flocks

Croud near the guardian Twain *, the nobler herds,

j

Where round their lordly bull
,
in rural eafe

,

! They ruminating lie
,
with horror hear

The coming rage. Th’ awakened village fiarts j

And to her flutterii^g breafl the mother flrains
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Her thoughtlefs infant. From the Pyrate's den,

Or ftern Morocco's tyrant fang efcap'd

,

The wretch half-wishes for his bonds again ;

While
,
uproar all

, the wildernefs refounds,

From Atlas eaftward to the frighted Nile .

Unhappy he ! who from the firft of joys.

Society, cut off, is left alone

Amid this world of death. Day after day

,

Sad on the jutting eminence he fits
,

And views the main that ever toils below \

Still fondly forming in the fartheft verge ,

Where the round ether mixes with the wave

,

Ships, dim-difcovered, dropping from the clouds

At evening , to the fetting fun he turns

A mournful eye , and down his dying heart

Sinks helplefs -, while the wonted roar is up,

And hifs continual thro’ the tedious night.

Yet here , even here , into thefe black abodes

Of monfters , unappall'd ,
from {looping Rome ,

And guilty Cœfar , liberty retir’d

,

Her Cato following thro’ Numidian wilds :

Difdainful of Campania's gentle plains ,

And all the green delights Aufonia pours *,

When for their, she muft bend the fervile knee,

And fawning take the fplendid robber’s boon.

Nor flop the terrors of thefe regions here.

Commiflion’d demons oft
,
angels of wrath ,

Let loofe the raging elements. Breath’d hot.

From all the boundlefs furnace of the sky

,
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And the wide glittering wade of burning fand

,

A fuffocating wind the pilgrim fmites

With indant death. Patient of third and toil

,

Son of the defart ! even the camel feels

,

Shot thro’ his wither’d heart
,
the fiery blad.

Or from the black- red ether , burding broad

,

Sallies the fudden whirlwind. Strait thefands,

Commov’d around
,
in gathering eddies play :

Nearer and nearer dill they darkening come *,

Till , with the general all involving dorm

Swept up, the whole continuous wilds arife

;

And by their noon-day fount dejected thrown,

Or funk at night in fad difadrous deep

,

Beneath defending hills, the caravan

|s buried deep. In Cairo’s crouded dreets

Th’ impatient merchant, wondering , waits in vain ,

1

And Mecca faddens at the long delay.

But chief at fea , whofe every dexile wave

Obeys the blad
,
the aerial tumult fweils.

In the dread ocean ,
undulating wide

,

^eneath the radiant line that girts the globe »

The circling * Typhon, whirl’d from point to

lExhauding all the rage of all the sky , ( point f

!And dire k Ecnephia reign. Amid the heavens ,

Falfely ferene , deep in a cloudy kk fpeck

Typhon and Ecnephia , names of particular dorms Or

hurricanes, known only between the tropics.

* * Called by failors the Ox-eye , being in appearance at

fcrft no bigger,
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Comprefs’d, the mighty tempeft brooding dwells

Of no regard, fave to '.he skilful eye

,

Fiery and foul , the fmaîl prognoflick hangs
Aloft, or on the promontory’s brow
Mutters its force. A faint deceitful calm

,

A fluttering gale
,
rhe demon fends before,

To tempt the fpreading fail. Then down at once.
Precipitant

, defcends a mingled mafs

Of roaring winds , and flame
, and rushing floods.

In wild amazement fix’d the failor flands.

Art is too flow. By rapid fate opprefs’d

,

His broad-wing’d vefïel drinks the whelming tide

Hid in the bofom of the black abyfs.

With fuch mad feas the daring + Gama, fought

,

For many a day, and many a dreadful night

,

Ince fiant
, lab’ring round the fiormy Cape;

By bold ambition led, and bolder tliirft

Of gold. For then from ancient gloom emerg’d

The rifing world of trade : the Genius
, then

,

Of navigation
,
that

,
in hopelefs floth

,

Had flumber’d on the vaft Atlantic deep

,

For idle ages
, ftarting

, heard at lad ( pir’d

The ** Lusitania n Prince-, who, Heav’n-ui
To love of ufeful glory rous’d mankind

,

* Vasco de Gama , the firft who failed round Africa , t

the Cape of Good Hope , to the Eafi Indies

.

* * Don Henry , third fon to John the firft , king of Po\

tugal. Pis ftrong genius to the difeovery of new eountrie? ws

the chief fource, of all the modernimprovements in navigatio;
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And in unbounded Commerce mix’d the world,

Increaiing fiill the terrors of thefe {forms

,

His jaws horrific arm’d with threefold fate ,

Here dwells the direful shark. Lur’d by the fcent

Of {learning crouds
,
of rank difeafe ,

and death ,

Behold ! he rushing cuts the briny flood ,

Swift as the gale can bear the ship along *,

And * from the partners of that cruel trade ,

Which fpoils unhappy Guinea of her fons *

Demands his share of prey -, demands themfelves.

The flormy fates defeend : one death involves

Tyran ts and flave s -,when {Irait, their mangledlimbs

Crashing at once ,
he dyes the purple Teas

With gore , and riots in the vengeful meal.

|

When o’er this world ,
by equino&ial rains

Flooded immenfe ,
looks out the joylefs fun ,

And draws the copious fleam : from fwampy fens ,

Where putrefa&ion into life ferments ,

And breathes definitive myriads*, or from woods *

Impenetrable shades
,
recefles foul

,

|

In vapours rank and blue corruption wrapt t

Whofe gloomy horrors yet no defperate foot

!

Has ever dar’d to pierce *, then, wafteful ,
forth

!

Walks the dire Power of pefiiient difeafe,

A thoufand hideous fiends her courfe attend

,

|

Sick Nature blafiing , and to heardefs woe

,

!
And feeble defolation , calling down

The towering hopes and all the pride of Man,

Such as , of late , at Cartkagena quench’d
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The British fire. You, gallant Vernon

, faw
The miferable fcene

;
you

,
pitying

, faw
To infant-weaknefs funk the warrior’s arm ;

Saw the deep-racking pang
,
the ghafily form

,

The lip pale-quivering
, and the beamlefs eye

No more with ardour bright: you heard the groan
Of agonizing ships

, from shore to shore -,

Heard , nightly plung'd amid the fullen waves

,

The frequent corfe-, while on each other fix’d,

In fad prefage, the blank afliftants feem’d,

Silent
, to ask , whom Fate would next demand.

What need I mention thofe inclement skies,

Where
, frequent o’er the fickening city

, Plague

,

The fierceft child of Nemesis divine,

Defcends ? * From Ethiopia’s^oifonzd woods,
From ftified Cairo’s filth

,
and fetid fields

With locufi-armies putrefying heap’d

,

This great defiroyer fprung. Her awful rage

The brutes efcape : Man is her deftin’dprey

,

Intemperate Man ! and
,
o’er his guilty domes ,

She draws a clofe incumbent cloud of death j

Uninterrupted by the living winds

,

Forbid to blow a wholefome breeze
; and fiain’d

With many a mixture by the fun
, fuffus’d.

Of angry afpe<3. Princely wifdom
, then,

Dejefts his watchful eye ; and from the hand
Of feeble juftice , ineffe&ual

, drop

Thefe are the caufes fuppofed to be the firft origin of the

Plague

,

in Dr, Mead»* elegant book on that fubjeft.
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The fword and balance ; mute the voice of joy t

And hush’d the clamour of the bufy world.

Empty the ftreets
,
with uncouth verdure clad »

Into the worfl of defarrs fudden turn’d

The chearful haunt ofMen : unlefs efcap’d (reigns,

From the doom’d houfe
, where matchlefs horror

Shut up by barbarous fear
, the fmitten wretch,

"With frenzy wild, breaks loofe, and, loud to heaven

Screaming , the dreadful policy arraigns

,

Inhuman
,
and unwife. The fullen door *

Yet uninfe&ed , on its cautious hinge

Fearing to turn
,
abhors fociety :

Dependants, friends, relations, Love himfelf.

Savag’d by woe
,
forget the tender tie

,

The fweet engagement of the feeling heart.

But vain their felfish care : the circling sky

,

The wide enlivening air is full of fate ;

And
,
firuck by turns

,
in folitary pangs

They fall , unblefl, untended
,
and unmourn’d,

jThus o’er the prolate city black Defpair

I Extends her raven wing*, while , to complete

The fcene of defolation , Aretch’d around ,

|The grim guards fland, denying all retreat

,

’And give the hying wretch a better death.

I

Much yet remains unfung : the rage intenfe

Of brazen-vaulted skies
, of iron fields

,

Where drought and famine fiarve theblafied year>

Fird’ by the tprch of noon to tenfold rage

,

|

The infuriate hill that shoots the pillar’d flame \
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And

,
rous’d within the fubterranean world

,

Th’ expanding earthquake
,
that refiftlefs shakes

Afpiring cities from their folid bafe

,

And buries mountains in the flaming gulph.

But ’tis enough -, return
,
my vagrant Mufer

A nearer fcene of horror calls thee home.

Behold ,
flow-fettling o’er the lurid grove

Unufual darknefs broods ; and growing gains

The full pofleflion of the sky ,
furcharg’d

With wrathful vapour , from the fecret beds

,

Where fleep the mineral generations , drawn.

Thence Nitre, Sulphur, and the fiery fpume

Of fat Bitumen, {teaming on the day.

With various-tin&ur’d trains of latent flame

,

Pollute the sky , and in yon baleful cloud

,

A reddening gloom ,
a magazine of fate

,

Ferment; till
,
by the touch ethereal rous’d

,

The dash of clouds
,
or irritating war

Of fighting winds ,
while all is calm below

,

They furious fpring. A boding filence reigns

,

Dread thro’ the dun expanfe ; fave the dull found

That from the mountain, previous to the ftorm

,

Rolls o’er the muttering earth
,
difturbs the flood

,

And shakes the foreft-leaf without a breath.

Prone , to the loweft vale , the aerial tribes

Defcend : the tempeft-loving raven fcarce

Dares wing the dubious dusk. In rueful gaze

The cattle ftand ,
and on the fcowling heavens

Caift a deploring eye ;
by Man fcrfook

,
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Who to the crowded cottage hies him fail

,

Or feeks the shelter of the downward cave.

Tis liftening fear
, and dumb amazement all :

When to the fiartled eye the fudden glance

Appears far fouth , eruptive thro’ the cloud ;

And following flower , in explofion vaft ,

The Thunder raifes his tremendous voice.

At firft, heard folemn o’er the verge of heaven ÿ

The tempefl growls *, but as it nearer comes

,

|And rolls its awful burden on the wind ,

The lightnings flash a larger curve , and more
The noife aftounds : till over head a sheet

Of livid flame difclofes wide -, then shuts

*

And opens wider ; shuts and opens ftill

Expanfivê
, wrapping ether in a blaze.

Follows the loofen’d aggravated roar

,

Enlarging , deepening, mingling -, peal on peal

Crush’d horrible
, convulflng heaven and earth.

Down comes a deluge of fonorous hail.

Or prone-defcending rain. Wide-rent, the clouds*

flPour awhole flood -, and yet
, its flame unquench’d

,

Th unconquerable lightning Aruggles through
,

Ragged and fierce
, or in red whirling balls

,

And fires the mountains with redoubled rage.

Black from the flroke, above, the fmouldering pine

Stands a fad shatter’d trunk -, and, firetch’d below

,

|A lifelefs groupe the blafted cattle lie :

Here the foft flocks, with that fame harmlefs look
They wore alive

, and ruminating flill
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In fancy’s eye*, and there the frowning bull

,

And ox half-raisM. Struck on the caftled cliff

,

The venerable tower and fpiry fane

Refign their aged pride. The gloomy woods

Start at the flash ,
and from their deep recefs

,

Wide-flaming out
,
their trembling inmates shake

Amid Carnarvon’s mountains rages loud

The repercuflive roar : with mighty crush

,

Into the flashing deep ,_from the rude rocks

Of Penmanmaur heap’d hideous to the sky,

Tumble the fmitten cliffs *, and Snowden’s peak ,

Diflblving ,
inftant yields his wintry load*

Far-feen ,
the heights of heathy Cheviot blaze

,

And Thule bellows thro’ her utmoft ifles.

Guilt hears appall’d,with deeply troubled thought

And yet not always on the guilty head

Defcends the fated flash. Young Celadon

And his Amelia were a matchlefs pair *,

With equal virtue form’d , and equal grace ,

The fame , diftinguish’d by their fex alone :

Hers the mild luftre of the blooming morn

,

And his the radiance of the rifen day.

They lov’d : but fuch their guilelefs paflion was

As in the dawn of time inform’d the heart

Of innocence ,
and undiflembling truth.

'Twas friendship heightened by the mutual wish

,

Th’ enchanting hope, and iympathetic glow ,

Beam’d from the mutual eye. Devoting all

To love , each was to each a dearer felf ;

Supremely
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Supremely happy in th’ aVakened power
Of giving joy* Alone

, amid the shades ,

Still inharmonious intercourfe they liv’d

A rnra l 4ay i
and talk’d the flowing heart 3

Or figh’d and look’d unutterable things.

So pafs’d their life, a clear united Stream
,

By care unruffled *, till
, in evil hour,

The tempeft caught them on the tender walk,
fleedlefs how far

, and where its mazes {fray’d
,

While
,
with each other bleft , creative love

Still bade eternal Eden fmile around.
?refaging inftant fate her bofom heav’d
Jnwonted fighs

, and {leafing oft a look
JÎ the big gloom on Celadon her eye
?eI1 tearful

, wetting her difordered cheek.
n vain affuring love

,
and confidence

n Heaven
, reprefs’d her fear -, it grew, and shook

1er frame near diffolution. He perceiv’d
' ii’ unequal confliSf

, and as angels look
>n dying faints

,
his eyes companion shed ,

|/ith love illumin’d high : « Fear npt
, he faid

,

Sweet innocence ! thou ftranger to offence

,

And mward {form ! He
, who yon skies involves

In frowns of darknefs
, ever fmiles on thee

iîh kind re§3rd *
°’er th^e the fecret shaft

That wafies at midnight
, or th’ undreaded hour

Ofnoon
, flies harmlefs : and that very voice

,

Which thunders terror thro’ the guilty heart

,

With tongues of feraphs whifpers peace to thine.

F
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„ ’Tis fafety to be near thee fure ,
and thus

v> To clafp perfection ! » From his void embrace

,

Myfterious Heaven ! that moment , to the ground,

A blackened corfe , was (truck the beauteous maid,

But who can paint the lover , as he flood

,

Pierc’d by fevere amazement ,
hating life ,

Speechlefs , and fix’d in all the death ofwoe !

So ,
faint refemblance ! on the marble tomb

,

The well-diffembled mourner (looping (lands

,

For ever filent ,
and for ever fad.

As from the face of heaven the shattered cloud

Tumultuous rove ,
th’ interminable sky

Sublimer fwells and o’er the world expands

A purer azure. Thro’ the lightened air

A higher luftre and a clearer calm

,

Diffufive ,
tremble -, while ,

as if in fign

Of danger pad, a glittering robe of joy ,

Set off abundant by the yellow ray

,

Invefts the fields*, and nature fmiles reviv’d,

’Tis beauty all
,
and grateful fong around

,

Join’d to the low of kine ,
and numerous bleat

Of flocks thick-nibbling thro’ the clover d vale

And shall the hymn be marr’d by thanklefs Man,

Moft-favour’d*, who with voice articulate

Should lead the chorus of this lower world >

Shall he ,
fo foon forgetful of the hand

That hush’d the thunder ,
and ferenes the sky

,

Extinguish’d feel that fpark the temped wak’d

,

That fenfe of powers exceeding far his own ,
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Ere yet his feeble heart has loft its fears ?

Chear d b^y the milder beam , the fpright’y youth
Speeds to thewell-known pool,whofe cryftai depth
A fandy bottom shews. A while heftands
Gazing th’ inverted landskip

,
half afraid

To meditate the blue profound below,
Then plunges headlong down the circling flood.
His ebon trefles, and his rofy cheek
Inftant emerge

j and thro' the obedient wave.
At each short breathing by his lip repell’d

,

With arms and legs according well
, he makes

,

As humour leads
, an eafy-winding path ;

While
, from his polish’d ftdes , a dewy light

Effiifes on the pleas’d fpe&ators round.

This is the pureft exercife of health

,

The kind refresher of the fummer-heats
; ( flood 9

Nor, when cold Winter keens the brightening
Would I weak-shivering linger on the brink.
Thus life redoubles

, and is oft preferv’d

,

By the bold fwimmer
, in the fwift illapfe

|Of accident difaftrous. Hence the limbs
Knit into force

j and the fame Roman arm
,

That rofe victorious o’er the conquer’d earth

,

tirft learn’d , while tender
, to fubdue the wave.

Even
,
from the body’s purity

, the mind
jReceives a fecret fympathetic aid.

! Clofe in the covert of an hazel copfe

,

Where winded into pieafing folitudes

!

uns out the rambling dale
,
young Damon fat #

F *
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Penfive ,
and pierc’d with love’s delightful pangs.

There to the ftream that down the diftant rocks

Hoarfe-murmuring fell , and plaintive breeze the

Among the bending willows , falfely he (
play’

Of Musidora’s cruelty complain’d.

She felt his flame -, but deep within her breaft

,

In bashful coynefs , or in maiden pride
,

The foft return conceal’d -, fave when it ftole

In flde-long glances from her downcaft eye
,

Or from her fwelling foul in ftifled fighs.

Touch’d by the feene
,
no ftranger to his vows

,

He fram’d a melting lay
,
to try her heart *,

And
,
if an infant paflion ftruggled there

To call that paflion forth. Thrice happy fwain l

A lucky chance , that oft decides the fate

(L f mighty monarchs ,
then decided thine.

For lo ! conduced by the laughing Loves

,

This cool retreat his Musidora fought :

Warm in her cheek the fultry feafon glow’d*.

And ,
rob’d in loofe array

,
she came to bathe

Her fervent limbs in the refreshing ftream.

What shall he do ? In fweet confuflon loft

,

And dubious flutterings ,
he a while remain’d :

A pure ingenuous elegance of foul

,

A delicate refinement , known to few

,

Perplex’d bis breaft , and urg’d him to retire :

But love forbade. Ye prudes in virtue , fay

,

Say ,
ye fevereft ,

what would you have done ?

Meantime , this fairer nymph than ever bleft



Arcadian fiream
,
with timid eye around

fhe banks furveying, ftripp’d her beauteous limbs }

ro tafle the lucid coolnefs of the flood.

ih then ! not Vans on the piny top

)f/^panted flronger , when afide

fhe rival- goddefles the veil divine

3afi unconfin’d , and gave him all their charms

,

rhan , Damon ,
thou *, as from the fnowy leg

,

Lnd flender foot
,
th’ inverted filk she drew *,

Ls the foft touch diffolv’d the virgin zone -,

ind
,
thro’ the parting robe, th’ alternate breafi,

V'ith youth wild-throbbing
,
on thy lawlefs gaze

a full luxuriance rofe. But
,
defperate youth

,

[ov^ durfl thou rifque the foul-difira&ing view *,

iS from her naked limbs
, of glowing white

,

[armonious fwell’d by Nature’s fine fl hand,

i folds loofe-floating fell the fainter lawn •

nd fair- expos’d she flood , shrunk from herfelf

,

ïith. fancy blushing
,
at the doubtful breeze

larm’d
,
and ftarting like the fearful fawn?

hen to the flood she rush’d -, the parted flood

s lovely guefl with doling waves receiv’d -,

nd every beauty foftening
,
every grace

lushing anew , a mellow lufire shed :

s shines the lily thro’ the cryftal mild -,

r as the rofe amid the morning dew

,

•esh from Aurora 9
s hand, more fweetly glows,

hile thus she wanton’d, now beneath- the wave

it ill-conceal’d -, and now with fireaming locks

,

F 3
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That half-embrac’d her in a humid veil

,

Rifmg again
,
the latent Damon drew

Such madning draughts of beauty to the foul.

As for a while o’erwhelmd his raptur’d thought

With luxury too daring. Check’d
,
at lafl ,

By love’s refpedful modefly , he deem’d

The theft profane
,
if aught profane to love

Can e’er be deem’d -, and
, ftruggling from the shade ,

With headlong hurry fled : butnrft thefe lines

,

Trac’d by his ready pencil , on the bank

With trembling hand he threw. « Bathe cn , my
s> Yet unbeheld fave by the facred eye (

fair
,

» Of faithful love : I go to guard thy haunt,

« To keep from thy recefs each vagrant foot

,

» And each licentious eye ». With wild furprize.

As if to marble flruck , devoid of fenfe
,

A flupid moment motionlefs she flood :

So flands the * flatue that inchants the world.

So bending tries to veil the matchlefs boaft

,

The mingled beauties of exulting Greece .

Recovering
, fwift she flew to find thofe robes

Which blifsful Eden knew not ; and , array’d

In carelefs hafte
,
th’ alarming paper fnatch’d.

But
, when her Damon’s well - known hand sh<

Her terrors vanish’d
,
and a fofter train ( faw

Of mixt emotions
, hard to be deferib’d

,

Her fudden bofom feiz’d : shame void of guilt

,

The charming blush of innocence , efteem

,

* The Venus of Medici,
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And admiration of her lover's flame

,

By modefty exalted : even a fenfe

Offelf approving fteauty flole acrofs

Her bufy thought. At length
,
a tender calm

Hush’d by degrees the tumult of her foul -,

And on the fpreading beech , that o’er the Bream

Incumbent hung , she with the ftivan pen

Of rural lovers this confeflkm carv'd

,

Which loon her Damon kifs’d with weeping icy :

»> Dear youth ! foie judge ofwhatthefe verfesmean,

« By fortune too much favour'd, but by love,

» Alas ! not favour’d lefs
,
be Bill as now ‘

» Difcreet : the time may come you need not fly >.

The fun has loft his rage : his downward orb

Shoots nothing now but animating warmth

,

And vital luftre -, that , with various ray ,

Lights up the clouds, thofe beauteous robes of

IncefTant roll’d into romantic shapes , (
heaven

,

The dream of waking fancy Î Broad below

,

Cover’d with ripening fruits , and fwelling fail

j

Into the perfeft year , the pregnant earth

And all her tribes rejoice. Now the 10ft hour

î

Of walking comes : for him who lonely loves

j

To feek the diftant hills
,
and there converfe

With Nature-, there to harmonize his heart,

j

And in pathetic fong to breathe around

!
The harmony to others. Social friends

,

Attun’d to happy unifon of foul -,

To whofe exalting eye a fairer world

,

*4
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Of which the vulgar never had a glimpfe
,

Duplays its charms -, whofe minds are richly
Vr ith philofophic flores , fuperior light •, ( fraught
And in whofe bread, enthufiaftic, burns fl

Virtue
,
the fons of intereft deem romance \

Now call’d abroad enjoy the falling day :

Now to the verdant Portico of woods,
To Nature s vaft Lyceum

,
forth they walk j

By th t kind School where no proud mafler re'gns J
The full free converfe of the friendly heart

,

Improving and improv’d. Now from the world

,

Sacred to fweet retirement, lovers fleal

,

And pour heir fouls in tranfport, which the Sire •

Of love approving hears
,
and calls it good.

Whichway , Amanda
, shall we bend our courfe ?

The choice perplexes. Wherefore should we chufe?
All is the ic me with. thee. Say, shall we wind
Along the flreams? or walk the fmiling mead?
Or court the fore A- glades ? or wander wild
Among the waving harvefls ? or afeend,

While radiant Summer opens all its pride

,

Thy hill
, delightful ¥ Shene ? Here let us fweep

The boundlefs landskip , now the raptur’d eye

,

Exulting fwift
, to huge Augusta fend

,

Now to the ¥ ¥ Sifier-Hills that <kirt her plain.

To lofty Harrow now, and now to where
Majeftic Windfor lifts his princely brow.

i no old name of Richmond , /ignifying in Saxon Shining ,Or Splendor. 0
,

* * Highgate and Hamfiead.



tn lovely contrafl to this glorious view

Calmly magnificent ,
then will we turn

JTo where the filver Thames firft rural growls.,

(There let the feafled eye unwearied flray :

Luxurious ,
there ,

rove thro’ the pendent woods

That nodding hang o’er Harrington’s retreat;

Ind ,
flooping thence to Ham’s embowering walks 9

Beneath whofe shades ,
in fpotlefs peace retir’d,

With Her the pleafing partner of his heart

,

[’he worthy Queens b’ry yet laments his Gay ,

ind polish’d Cornebury wooes the willing Mufe

,

»low let us trace the matchlefs Vale of Thames;

“'air-winding up to where the Mufes haunt

In Twit’mm's bowers
,
and for their Pope implore

the healing God *
; to royal Hampton’s pile ,

fo Clermont’s terrafs’d height
,
and Esher’s groves f

Where in the fweetefl folitude
,
embrac’d

,

Jy the foft windings of the filent Mole ,

prom courts andfenates Pelham finds repofe.

nchanting vale ! beyond whate’er the Mufe

fas of Ackaia or Hefperia fung !

j) vale of blifs ! O foftly-fwelling hills !

)n which the Powerof Cultivation lies

,

bid joys to fee the wonders of his toil.

!

Heavens ! what a goodly profpe 61 fpreads around*

)f hills, and dales, and woods, and lawns, andfpires,

bid glittering towns ,
and gilded flreams

,
till all

phe firetching landfcape into fmoke decays 1

* la his iaft ficknefs,

F 5
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Happy Britannia ! where the Queen of Arts

,

Infpiring vigour, Liberty abroad

Walks
,
unconfin’d

, even to thy fartheft cotts

,

And fcatters plenty with unfparing hand.

Rich is thy foil
,
and merciful thy clime :

Thy fireams unfailing in the fummer’s drought*.

Unmatch’d thy guardian-oaks *, thy valleys float

With golden waves : And on thy mountains flocks

Bleet numberlefs *, while, roving round their fides.

Bellow the blackening herds in lufty droves.

Beneath , thy meadows glow
,
and rife unquell’d

Againft the mowers feythe. On every hand

Thy villas shine. Thy country teams with wealth y

And property aflures it to the fwain

,

Pleas’d, and unwearied
,
in his guarded toil.

Full are thy cities with the fons of art -,

And trade and joy
,
in every bufy ftreet

,

Mingling are heard: Even Drudgery himfelf.

As at the car he fweats
,
or dufty hews

The palace-ftone
,
looks gay. Thy crouded ports

,

Where rifing malls an endlefs profpeft yield

,

With labour burn, and echo to the shouts

Of hurried tailor
,
as he hearty waves

His laft adieu
,
and , loofening every sheet,

Religns the fpreading veflel to the wind.

Bold, firm, and graceful, are thy generous youth,

By hardship finew’d
,
and by danger fir’d

,

Scattering the nations where they go-, and firft

Or on the lifted plain, or ftormy feas.
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Mild are thy glories too ,

as o’er the plans

Of thriving peace thy thoughtful fires prefide -,

In genius
,
and fubftantial learning

,
high ;

For every virtue ,
every worth ,

renown’d *,

Sincere
,
plain-hearted , hofpitable , kind -,

Yet like the muftering thunder when provok’d.

The dread of tyrants, and the foie refource

Of thofe that under grim oppreflion groan.

Thy Sons of Glory many ! Alfred thine

,

In whom the fplendor of heroic war

,

And more heroic peace
,
when govern’d well

,

Combine
,
whofe hallow’d name the virtues faint

,

And kis own Mufes love -, the beft of Kings !

With him thy Edwards and thy Henrys shine

,

Names dear to Fame ; the firft who deep-imprefs’d

On haughty Gaul the terror of thy arms
,

That awes her genius ftill. In Statefmen thou

,

And Patriots ,
fertile. Thine a Ready More ,

Who ,
with a generous tho’ miflaken zeal,

Withftood a brutal tyrant’s ufeful rage

,

Like Cato firm, like Aristides jufl,

Like rigid Cincinnatus nobly poor
,

A dauntlefs foul ere& ,
who fmil’d on death,

j

Frugal, and wife , a Walsingham is thine ;

! Â Drake ,
who made thee miftrefs of the deep

,

And bore, thy name in thunder round the world.

J

Then flam'd thy fpirit high : But who can fpeak

The numerous worthies of the Maiden Reign ?

I In Raleigh mark their every glory mix’d \

!
F 6
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Raleigh
, the fcourge of Spain ! whofe breaft with

The fl8e > the P^riot
, and the hero burn’d.

( all
Nor funk his vigour

, when a coward-reign
1 he warrior fetter’d

, and at laft refigned
,To glut the vengeance of a vanquish’d foe.

Then aftive ftill and unreftrain’d
, his mind

Explor d the vaft extent of ages pall,

And with his prifon-hours enrich’d the world -,

Yet found no times
, in all the long refearch

So glorious
, or fo bafe

,
as thofe he prov’d

,

In which he conquefd
,
and in which he bled.

Nor can the mufe the gallant Sidney pa fs
,

The plume of war ! with early laurels crown’d
,

The Lover’s myrtle
, and the P oet’s bay.

A Hamden too is thine, illuftrious land,

Wife
,
ftrenuous

,
firm

, of unfubmitting foul

,

Who ftem’d the torrent of a downward age

To flavery prone, and bade thee rife again 5

In all thy native pomp of freedom bold.

Bright, at his call
,
thy Age of Men eflulg’d,

Of men on whom late time a kindling eye

Shall turn
,
and tyrants tremble while they read.

Bring every fweeteft flower
,
and let me ftrew

The grave where Russel lies ^ whofe temper’d

blood,

With calm A chearfulnefs for thee reflgn’d
,

Stain’d the fad annals of a giddy reign -,

Aiming at lawlefs power
,
tho’ meanly funk

In loofe inglorious luxury. With him
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His friend , the * British Cassius
,
fearlefs bled *

Of high-determin’d fpirit ,
roughly brave »

By ancient learning to th’ enlighten’d love

Of ancient freedom warm’d. Fair thy renown

In av/ful Sages and in noble Bards -,

Soon as the light of dawning Science fpread

tier orient ray ,
and wak’d the Mufes* fong,

rhine is a Bacon -, haplefs in his choice j

Unfit to Rand the civil Rorm of Rate

,

laid through the fmooth barbarity of courts

,

Withfirm but pliant virtue, forward Rill

Fo urge his courfe : Him. for the Rudious shade

kind nature form’d
,
deep

,
comprehenfive, clear ,

F.xadf , and elegant -, in one rich foul

,

Plato ,
the Stagyrite ,

and Tully join’d,

the great deliverer he ! who from the gloom

Df doifter’d monks ,
and jargon-teaching fchools *

Led forth the true philofophy ,
there long

field in the magic chain of words and forms

,

And definitions void : He led her forth

,

Daughter of Heaven ! that flow-afcending Rill »

(nvefligating fure the chain of things

,

With radiant Rnger points to Heaven again.

lihe generous Ashley * * thine , the friend ofMan y

Who fcann’d his Nature with a brother’s eye

,

iis weaknefs prompt to shade
,
to raife his aim.

To touch the liner movements of the mind,

* Algernon Sidney.

* * Anthony Ashley Cooper ^ Earl of Shaftesbury,



And with the Moral Beauty charm the heart.

Why need I name thy Boyle, wrhofe pious fearch,

Amid the dark receffes of his works ,

The greatCreator fought ? And why thy Locke,

Who made the whole internal world his own ?

Let Newton
,
pure Intelligence

,
whom God

To mortals lent, to trace his boundlefs works

From laws fublimely fimple
,
fpeak thy fame

In all philofophy. For lofty fenfe,

Creative fancy
,
and infpe&ion keen

Thro’ the deep windings of the human heart

,

Is not wild Shakespear thine and Nature’s boaft ?

Is not each great
,
each amiable Mufe

Of claflic ages in thy Milton met ?

A genius univerfal as his theme -,

Aftonishing as Chaos
,
as the bloom

Of blowing Eden fair , as Heaven fublime.

Nor shall my verfe that elder bard forget

,

The gentle Spencer , Fancy’s pleafing fon-.

Who
,
like a copious river

,
pour’d his fong

O’er all the mazes of inchanted ground :

Nor thee , his ancient mailer
,
laughing fage

,

Chaucer, whofe native manners-painting verfe,

Well-mOraliz’d
,
shines thro’ the Gothic cloud

Of time and language o’er thy genius thrown.

May my fong foften
,
as thy Daughters I

,

Britannia, hail ! for beauty is their own ,

The feeling heait
,
limplicity of life ,

And elegance , and tafte : The faultlefs form ,
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Shap’d by the hand of harmony ,
the cheek

,

Where the live crimfon ,
thro’ the native white

Soft-shooting ,
o’er the face diffufes bloom

,

And every namelefs grace *, the parted lip

,

Like the red rofe-bud moift with morning-dew

,

Breathing delight -, and ,
under flowing jet

,

Or funny ringlets , or of circling brown ,

The neck flight-shaded , and the fwelling breaft *

The look refifilefs
,
piercing to the foul

,

And by the foul inform’d, when drefs’d in love

She fits high-fmiling in the confcious eye*

Ifland of blifs ! amid the fubjeft feas

,

That thunder round thy rocky coafts , fet up *

At once the wonder ,
terror

,
and delight

,

Of diftant nations
-,
whofe remoteft shores

Gan foon be shaken by thy naval arm *,

Not to be shook thyfelf ,
but all aflaults

Baffling , as thy hoar cliffs the loudfea-wave.

O Thou ! by whofe almighty Nod the fcale

Of empire rifes
,
or alternate falls ,

Send forth the faving Virtues round the land ,>

jin bright patrol : White Peace , and focial Love

,

The tender-looking Charity
,
intent

;On gentle deeds 5 and shedding tears thro’ fmiles^

|Undaunted Truth , and Dignity of mind *,

Courage compos’d
,
andkeen -, found Temperance *

jHealthful in heart and look -, clear Chaflity

,

With blushes redd’ning as she moves along *

Diforder’d at the deep regard she draws *,
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Rough Induftry ; A&ivity untir’d ,

With copious life inform’d
,
and all awake ;

While in the radiant front, fuperior shines

That firft paternal virtue , Public Zeal ;

Who throws o’er all an equal wide furvey
,

And
,
ever muling on the common weal

,

Still labours glorious with fome great delign.

Low walks the fun
,
and broadens by degrees

,

Juft o’er the verge of day. The shifting clouds

Aflembled gay , a richly-gorgeous train

,

In all their pomp attend his fetting throne.

Air, earth, and ocean fmile immenfe. And now.
As if his weary chariot fought the bowers

Of Amphitrite, and her tending nymphs
,

( So Grecian fable fung
)
he dips his orb ;

Now half-immers’d *, and now a golden curve

Gives one bright glance
,
then total difappears,

^ For ever running an inchanted round
,

Pafles the day , deceitful
,
vain

, and void *,

As fleets the viflon o’er the formful bràin
,

This moment hurrying wild th’ impaflion’d foul

,

The next in nothing loft. ’Tis fo to him
,

The dreamer of this earth
,
an idle blank :

A light of horror to the cruel wretch

,

Who all day long in fordid pleafure roll’d

,

Himfelf an ufelefs load
,
has fquander’d vile,

Upon his fcoundrel train
,
what might have chear’d

A drooping family of modeft worth.

But to the generous ftill-improving mind
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that gives the hopelefs heart to fing for joy

,

piflufing kind beneficence around

,

Boadlefs ,
as now defcends the filent dew

Fo him the long review of order’d life

is inward rapture
,
only to be felt.

’

Confefs’d from yonder flow-extinguish'd
clouds ,

All.ether foft’ning ,
fober Evening takes

Key wonted dation in the middle air -,

d tboufand shadows at her beck. Fird this

She fends on earth -, then that of deeper dye

Steals foft behind -, and then a deeper dill

,

In circle following circle
,
gathers round

,

Xo clofe the face of things. A fresher gale

Begins to wave the wood, and Air the dream.

Sweeping with shadowy guft the fields of t orn -,

While the quail clamours for his running mate.

Wide o’er the thiftly lawn as fwells the breeze

,

A whitening shower of vegetable down

Amufive floats. The kind impartial care

Of Nature nought difdains : Thoughtful to feed

Her lowed fons ,
and clothe the coming year

,

[From field to field the feather’d feeds she wfiogs.

His folded flock fecure ,
the shepherd home

pies ,
merry-hearted -, and by turns relieves

The ruddy milk-maid of her brimming pail *,

The beauty whom perhaps his witlefs heart

,

Unknowing what the joy-mix’d anguish means

,

Sincerely loves
,
by that bed language shewn

Of cordial glances ,
and obliging deeds.
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Onward they pafs, o’er many a panting height

,

And valley funk
, and unfrequented; where

At fall of eve the fairy people throng
,

In various game, and revelry
,
to pafs

The fummer-night, as village-ftories tell.

Eut far about they wander from the grave

Of him , whom his ungentle fortune urg'd

Againll: his own fad breaff to lift the hand

Of impious violence. The lonely tower

Is alfo shun’d ; whofe mournful chambers hold,

So night-ilruck fancy dreams , the yelling ghoft.

Among the crooked lanes
, on every hedge

,

The glow-worm light; his gem; and, thro’ the dark,

A moving radiance twinkles. Evening yields

The world to Night ; not in her winter-robe

Of maffy Stygian woof, but loofe array’d

In mantle dun. A faint erroneous ray ,

Glanc’d from th’ imperfeft furfaces of things
,

Flings half an image on the firaining eye ;

While wavering woods, and villages, and flreams,

And rocks and mountain-tops
, that long retain’d

Th’ afcending gleam
, are all one fwimming fcene ,

Uncertain if beheld. Sudden to heaven

Thence weary vifion turns ; where ,
leading foft

The filent hours of love
,
with pureft ray

Sweet Venus shines ; and from her genial rife,

When day-light fickens till it fprings afresh ,

Unrival’d reigns
, the faireft lamp of night.

As thus th’ effulgence tremulous I drink
,



SUMMER. toy

Sfitli cherish’d gaze
,
the lambent lightnings shoot

,lCrofs the sky -, or horizontal dart

,

n wondrous shapes : By fearful murmuring crouds,

orcentous deem’d. Amid the radiant orbs ,

fhat more than deck, that animate the sky

,

[he life-infufmg funs of other worlds •,

! from the dread immenfity of fpace

lemming , with accelerated eourfe,

fhe rushing comet to the fun defcends :

s^nd as he finks below the shading earth

,

With awful train proje&ed o’er the heavens ,
I

fhe guilty nations tremble. But ,
above

rhofe fuperftitious horrors that enûave

Ihe fond fequacious herd ,
to myftic faith ?

And blind amazement prone , th’ enlighten d feW>

Whofe godlike minds philofophy exalts

,

The glorious {franger hail. They feel a joy

Divinely great •, they in their powers exult 3

That wondrous force of thought ,
which mounting

fpurns

This dusky fpot
,
and meafures all the sky -,

^While ,
from his far excurfion thro’ the wilds

Of barren ether , faithful to his time ,

They fee the blazing wonder rife anew

,

In feeming terror clad, but kindly bent

To work the will of all-fuftaining Love :

|From his huge vapory train perhaps to shake

Reviving moifture on the numerous orbs

,

Thro’ which his long ellipfis winds -, perhaps
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To lend new fuel to declining funs ,

To light up worlds
, and feed th’ eternal fire.

With thee
, ferene Philosophy

, with thee
And thy bright garland

, let me crown my fongl
EfFuBve fource of evidence

, and truth !

A lufire shedding o’er th’ ennobled mind

,

Stronger than fummer-noon
-, and pure as that,W hofe mild vibrations foothe the parted foul /New to the dawning of celeRiai day.

Elence thro’ her nourish’d powers, enlarg’d by thee,
Sue fptings aloft , with elevated pride ,

Above the tangling mafspflow 'defires
,

That bind ihe Buttering croud; and
, angel-wing’d

,

1 ne heights of fcience and of virtue gains
,

Where all is calm and clear : With Nature round,
Or in the Barry regions

,
or th’ abyfs

,

i o Reafon’s and to Fancy’s eye difplay'd :

The firfi up-tracing, from the dreary void.
The chain of caufes and effefts to Him

,

The v/crid -producing Essence
, who alone

PoiTenes being
; while the lafi receives

The whole magnificence of heaven and earth
,And every beauty

, delicate or bold

,

Obvious or more remote
, with livelier fenfe

,

DifFuBve painted on the rapid mind.
Tutor d by thee

, hence Poetry exalts
Her voice to ages -, and informs the page
With muBe, image

, fentiment , and thought,
Never to die ! the treafure of mankind f



Their higheft honour
, and the truefi joy !

Without thee what were unenlighten’d Man >

A favage roaming thro’ the woods and wilds

,

In quell of prey -, and with th’ unfashioned fur

Rough dad *, devoid of every finer art

,

And elegance of life. Norhappinefs

Domefiic
,
mix’d of tendernefs and care

,

Nor moral excellence
, nor focial blifs

,

Nor guardian law were his ; nor various skill

To turn the furrow, or to guide the tool

Mechanic *, nor the heaven-condu&ed prow
Of navigation bold

,
that fearlefs braves

The burning line
,
or dares the wint’ry pole %

Mother fevere of infinite delights !

Nothing
, fave rapine , indolence , and guile.

And woes on woes , a fiill-revolving train !

Whofe horrid circle had made human life

Than non-exiftence worfe : But, taught by thee.

Ours are the plans of policy, and peace*.

To live like brothers, and conjun&ive all

jEmbellish life. While thus laborious crouds

Ply the tough oar
, Philosophy dire&s

The ruling helm -, or like the liberal breath

|

Of potent Heaven
,
invifible

,
the fail

Swells out
,
and bears th’ inferior world along,

Nor to this evanefcent fpeck of earth

I

Poor y confin’d, the radiant tra&s on high

'Are her exalted range -, intent to gaze

Creation thro’ j and
, from that full complex
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Of never-ending wonders
, to conceive

Of the Sole Being right
, who /poke the word

,

And Nature mov’d complete. With inward view

,

Thence on th’ ideal kingdom fwift she turns

Her eye *, and inftant
, at her powerful glance

,

Th’ obedient phantoms vanish or appear \

Compound
, divide

,
and into order shift

,

Each to his rank
,
from plain perception up

To the fair forms of Fancy’s fleeting train :

To Reafon then
, deducing truth from truth

And notion quite abftraft ; where firft begins

The world of fpirits, a&ion all
,
and life

Unfetter’d ,
and unmix’d. But here the cloud

,

So wills Eternal Providence
»
flts deep.

Enough for us to know that this dark ftate

,

In wayward paflions loft
,
and vain purfuits

,

This Infancy of Being, cannot prove

The final iffue of the works of God ,

By boundlefs Love and perfedl Wisdom form’d,

And everrifing with the rifing mind.





The Argument.
The fubjcR prcpofed. Addrejfed to Mr ONSLOW
A profpeel of the fields ready for harvefi. Refieclion

in praife of indufitry raifed by that view. Reaping

A talc relative to it. A harvefi-florin. Shooting am

hunting ; their barbarity . A ludicrous account offox

hunting. A view of an orchard. Wall -fruit. /.

vineyard. A defeription offogs frequent in the latte

part of ÀUTUMN : Whence a digrejjion
,

enquiring

into the rife of fountains
,
and rivers. Birds o

j

feafon confidered ,
that now shift their habitation

The prodigious number ofthem that cover the norther}

and wefiern ifles of SCOTLAND : Hence a view oj

the country. A profpecl of the difcoloured
,
fading

woods. After a gentle dusky day
,
Moon-light. Au-

tumnal meteors. Morning ; to which fucceeds a calm
,

pure
,
fun-shiny day

,
fuch as ufually shuts up thi

feafon. The harvefi being gathered in, the county

dijfolved in joy. The whole concludes with a pane-

gyric on a philofophical country life.

AUTUMN"
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Crown’d with the fickle and the wheaten sheaf,

While Autumn, nodding o’er he yellow plain.

Comes jovial on , the Doric reed once more

,

Wei pleas’d , I tune, Whate'er the wint’ry froft

Nitrous prepar’d-, the various bloffom’d Spring

Put in white promife forth*, and Summer-funs

Conco&edflrong', rush boundlefs now to view*,

Full perfect all , and fwell my glorious theme.

Onslow ! the Mufe , ambitious of thy name v

|To grace , infpire
, and dignify her fong ,

Would from the public voice thy gentle ear

A while engage. Thy noble cares she knows,

Fhe patriot-virtues that.diftend thy thought

,

Spread on thy front , and in thy bofom glow ;

While liffening lenates hang upon thy tongue

,

Devolving thro’ the maze of eloquence

Ü roll of periods
,
fweeter than her fong.

put she too pants for public virtue ; she

,

fho* weak of power, yet ftrong in ardent will

,

Whene’er her country rushes on her heart »

Illumes a bolder note , and fondly tries

"o mix the patriot's with the poet’s flame.

Fhen the br gat Virgin gives the beauteous days

,

aid Libra weighs in equai fcaies the year -, ( shook

Yom heaven’s high cope the fierce effulgence

G
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Of parting Summer ,
a ferener blue

,

Witlrgolden light enliven’d
,
wide inverts

The happy world. Attemper’d funs arife
,

Sweet beam’d, and shedding oft thro’ lucid cloud:

A pleafing calm-, while broad and brown, below

Extenfive harvefts hang the heavy head.

Rich ,
filent ,

deep ,
they ftand -, for not a gale

Rolls its light billows o’er the bending plain :

A calm of plenty ! till the ruffled air

Falls from its poife , and gives the breeze to blow

Rent is the fleecy mantle-of the sky -,

The clouds fly different -, and the fudden fun

By fits effulgent gilds th’ illumin’d field.

And black by fits the shadows fweep along.

A gaily-checker’d heart-expanding view
,

Far as the circling eye can shoot around

,

Unbounded tolling in a flood of corn. ( power

Thefe are thy bleffings ,
Industry ! roug

Whom labour ftill attends ,
and fweat

,
and pain -,

Yet the kind fource of every gentle art

,

And all the foft civility of life -,

Raifer of humankind ! by Nature cart ,

Naked ,
and helplefs , out amid the woods

And wilds ,
to rude inclement elements -,

With various feeds of art deep in the mind

Implanted ,
and profufely pour’d around

Materials infinite-, but idle all.

Still unexerted ,
in th’ unconfcious breaft ,

Slept the lethargic powers -, Corruption rtill

,



Voracious, fwallow’d what the liberal hand

Of bounty fcatter’d o’er the favage year ;

And fiill the fad barbarian
,
roving 5 mix’d

With beafls of prey; or for his acorn-meal

Fought the fierce tusky boar; a shivering wretch!

Aghaft, and comfortlefs , when the bleak north
»

With winter charg’d, let the mix’d tempeft fly

,

Hail
,
rain, and fnow, and bitter-breathing frofl :

Then to the shelter of the hut he fled ;

And the wild feafon
,
fordid

, pin’d away.
For home he had not; home is the refort

Of love , of joy ,
of peace and plenty

, where
Supporting

,
and fupported

,
polish’d friends

,

And dear relations mingle into blifs.

But this the rugged favage never felt,

Even defolate in crouds; and thus his days

Roll’d heavy
,
dark

, and unenjoy’d along : .

A wafte of time ! till 'Industry approach’d ,

a

And rous’d him from his miferable fioth :

His faculties unfolded
; pomted out

,

j

Where lavish Nature the dire&ing hand

|

Of Art demanded ; skew’d him how to raife

His feeble force by the mechanic power?
,

j

To dig the mineral from the vaulted earth

On what to turn the piercing rage of fire ,

On what the torrent , and the gather’d blafi ;

Gave the tall ancient forefi: to his ax ;

Taught him to chip thewood
,
and hew' the fione.

Till by degrees the finish’d fabric rofe ;

G 2
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Tore from his limbs the blood-polluted fur

,

And wrapt them in the woolly veflment warm.

Or bright in gloffy filk
,
and flowing lawn ;

With wholefome viands fill’d his table
,
pour’d

The generous glafs around ,
infpir’d to wake

The life-refining foul of decent wit :

Nor flopp’d at barren bare neceflity

But flill advancing bolder
,
led him on

To pomp , to pleafure
,
elegance ,

and grace

And ,
breathing high ambition thro’ his foul

,

Set fcience ,
wifdom

,
glory , in his view

,

And bade him be the Lord of all bel ow. ( bin’

Then gathering men their natural power com

And form’d a Public ,
to the general good

Submitting ,
aiming , and conducing all.

For this the Patriot-council met ,
the full

,

The free ,
and fairly-reprefented Whole ;

For this they plann’d the holy guardian laws ,

DifHnguish’d orders, animated arts,

And with joint force Oppreffion chaining, fet

Imperial Juflice at the helm ; yet flill

To them accountable : Nor (lavish dream’d

That toiling millions mufl refign their weal

,

And ail the honey of their fearch
,
to fuch

,

As for themfelves alone themfelves have rais’d.

Hence every form of cultivated life

In order fet
,
protected ,

and infpir’d ,

Into perfe&ion wrought. Uniting all,

Society grew numerous ,
high

,
polite

,
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And happy. Nurfe of art ! the city rear’d

In beauteous pride her tower-indrcled head -,

And, ftrerching ftreet on ftreet, by thoufands drew.

From twining woody haunts
,
or the tough yew

To bows ftrong«ftrair|ing, her afpiring Tons.

Then Commerce brought into the public walk

The bufy therchant ; the big warehoufe built -,

Rais’d the ftrong crane -, choak’d up the loaded ftreet

With foreign plenty -, and thy ftream, O Thames ,

Large
,
gentle

,
deep ,

majeftic ,
king of floods 1

Chofe for his grand refort. On either hand

,

Like a long wint’ry foreft
,
groves of mafts

Shot up their foires -, the bellying sheet between

PofTefs’d the breezy void ; the footy hulk

Steer’d fluggish on -, the fplendid barge along

Row’d, regular , to harmony -, around
,

The boat, light-skimming, ftretch’d its oary wings.

While deep the various voice of fervent toil (oak.

From bank to bank increas’d *, whence ribb’d with

To bear the British Thunder, black, and bold.

The roaring veflel rush’d into the main.

Then too the pillar’d dome
,
magnifie

,
heav’d

Its ample roof
;
and Luxury within

Pour’d out her glittering flores :The canvas fmoo th,

With glowmg life protuberant
,
to the view

Embodied rofe -, the ftatue feem’d to breathe ,

And foften into flesh ,
beneath the touch

Of forming art ,
imagination-flush’d.

All is the gift of Industry *, whate’er l

G3
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Exalts
, embellishes

, and renders life

Delightful. Penfive Winter chear’d by him
Sits at the foaal fire

,
and happy hears

Th’ excluded tempeft idly rave along *,

His harden'd fingers deck the gaudy fpring*,

Without him Summer were an arid wafte -,

Nor to th’ autumnal months could thus tranfmit

Thofe full
,
mature

, immeafurable flores
,

That
, waving round, recall my wand'ring fong.

Soon as the morning trembles o’er the sky

,

And
, unperceiv’d , unfolds the fpreading day -,

Before the ripened field the reapers Aand
,

In fair array -, each by the lafs he loves

,

To bear the rougher part , and mitigate

By namelefs gentle offices her toil.

At once they ftoop and fwell the lufty sheaves -,

While thro’ their chearful band the rural talk ,
.

The rural fcandal
,
and the rural jefl

,

Fly harmlefs
,
to deceive the tedious time

,

And fteal unfelt the fultry hours away.

Behind the mafter walks
,
builds up the shocks *,

And
, confcious

,
glancing oft on every fide

His fated eye
,
feels his heart heave with joy.

The gleaners fpread around
,
and here and there

,

Spike after fpike
,
their fcanty harvefl pick.

Be not too narrow
,
husbandmen ! but fling

From the full sheaf, with charitable flealth,

The liberal handful. Think, oh grateful think !

How good the God of Harvest is to you ;
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1

Who pours abundance o’er your flowing fields \

While thefe unhappy partners of your kind

Wide-hover round you, like the fowls of heaven,

And a>k their humble dole. The various turns

Of fortune ponder -, that your fons may want

What now ,
with hard reludance , faint ,

ye give.

The lovely young Latin ia once had friends

}

And fortune fmil'd
,
deceitful * on her birth.

For ,
in her helplefs years depriv'd of all

,

Of every flay ,
fave Innocence and Heaven ,

She with her widow'd mother ,
feeble

,
old

,

And poor
,
liv'd in a cottage ,

far retir'd

Among the windings of a x^oody vale ;

By folitude and deep-furtotmding shades

,

But more by bashful modefly conceal'd.

Together thus they shuna’d the cruel fcom

Which virtue ,
funk to .poverty ,

would meet

From giddy paflion and low-minded pride :

Almofl on Nature’s common bounty fed i

Like the gay birds that fung them to repofe

,

Content ,
and carelefs of to-morrow’s fare.

Her form was fresher than the morning-rofe

,

When the dew wets its leaves -, unftain'd ,
and pure »

As is the lily , or the mountain-fnow.

The modeft virtues mingled in her eyes

,

Still on the ground deje&ed ,
darting all

Their humid beams into the blooming flowers t

Or when the mournful tale her mother told

,

Of what her faithlefs fortune promis’d once

,

0 4
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Thrill’d in her thought, they, like the dewy ftar

Of evening
,
shone in tears. A native grace

Sat fair proportion’d on her polish’d limbs
,

Veil’d in a Ample robe, their befl attire
,

Beyond the pomp of drefs -, for lovelinefs

Needs not the foreign aid of ornament
,

But is when unadorn’d adorn’d the moil.

Thcughtlefs of beauty
, she was beauty’s felf

,

Rcclufe amid die clofe embowering woods.
As in the hollow breafl of Appenine ,

Beneath the shek r of incirclir.g hills,

A myrtle rifes
,
far from human eye

,

And breathes its balmy fragrance o’er the wild ;

So flourish’d blooming , andunfeen by all
,

The fweet Lavinia-, till, at length, compell’d

By flrong Neceflhy’s fupreme command

,

Wuh lmihng patience in her looks , she went
To glean Palemon’s fields. The pride of fwains

Pa lemon was
, the generoi s , and the rich ;

Who led the rural life in all its joy

And elegance
,
fuch as Arcadian fong

Tranfm ts from ancient uncorrupted times \

When tyran - cuftom had not shackled Man,
But free

,
to follow Nature was the mode.

He then
, his fancy with autumnal feenes

Amufing
,
chanc’d beiide his reaper-train

To Wdlk
, when poor Lavinia drew his eye -,

CJnconicious of her power, and turning quick

With unaffe&ed blushes from his gaze :



He faw her charming
,
but he faw not half

The charms her down-cafi: modefty conceal’d.

That very moment love and chafte defire

Sprung in his bofom ,
to himfelf unknown ;

For ftill the world prevail’d , and its dread laugh

,

Which fcarce the firm philofopher can fcorn

,

Should his heart own a gleaner in the field ;

And thus in fecret to' his foul he figh’d.

« What pity ! that fo delicate a form ,

» By beauty kindled, where enlivening fenfe

» And more than vulgar goodnefs feem to dwell

,

n Should be devoted to the rude embrace

» Of fome indecent clown ! She looks ,
methinks

,

» Of old AcASTo’sline*, and to my mind

5» Recalls that patron ofmy happy life ,

» From whom my liberal fortune took its rife ;

Now to the dufi gone down -, his houfes * lands

,

» And once fair-fpreading family, diiTolv’d.

|

» Tis faid that in fome lone obfcure retreat,

3> Urg’d by remembrance fad , and decent pride

,

j) Far from thofe fcenes which knew their better

! » His aged widow and his daughter live
, ( days,

ii Whom yet my fruitlels fearch could never find.

! ii Romantic wish ! would this the daughter were ! «

|

When ,
ftri& enquiring

,
from herteif h found

She was the fame , the daughter of his friend

,

I Of bountiful Acasto -, who can fpeak

The mingled pafiions that furpriz’d his heart,

And thro’ his nerves in shivering tranfport ran }

G 5
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Then blaz’d his {mother’d flame, avow’d, and bold

j

And as he view’d her , ardent ,
o’er and o’er

,

Love
,
gratitude , and pity wept at once.

Confus’d
,
and frightened at his fudden tears

,

Her rifing beauties flush’d a higher bloom

,

As thus Palemon
, paflionate and juft

,

Pour’d out the pious rapture of his foul.

« And art thou then Acasto’s dear remains }

» She whom my reftlefs gratitude has fought

,

» So long in vain ? O heavens Î the very fame
,

» The foftened image ofmy noble friend
,

« Alive his every look , his every feature

,

More elegantly touch’d. Sweeter than Spring!

Thou foie surviving bloflom from the root

5> That nourish’d up my fortune ! Say, ah where ,

?» In what fequeftei’d defart , haft thou drawn

The kindeft afpe& of delighted Heaven }

** Into fuch beauty fpread
,
and blown fo fair ;

Tho’ poverty’s cold wind, and crushing rain ,

» Beat keen
,
and heavy

,
on thy tender years }

r> O let me now , into a richer foil
, (

showers
,

» Tranfplant thee fafe ! where vernal funs , and

» Diftufe their warmeft
,
largeft influence -,

» And ofmy garden be the pride
,
and joy !

» III it befits thee , oh ! it ill befits

» Acasto’s daughter
,
his whofe open flores

,

>» Tho’ vaft, were little to his ampler heart,

« The father of a country
,
thus to pick

v The very refuie of thofe harveft^fields ,
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» Which from his bounteous friendship I enjoy.

» Then throw that shameful pittance from thy

» But ill apply’d to fuch a rugged task -, (
hand

,

j) The fields
,
the mafter

,
all

,
my fair , are thine j

j> If to the various blefiings which thy houfe

>» Has on me lavish’d, thou wilt add that blifs
,

» That deareft blifs , the power of blefling thee ! >*

Here ceas’d the youth
:
yet fiill his fpeaking eye

Exprefs’d the facred triumph of his foul

,

With confcious virtue, gratitude, and love.

Above the vulgar joy divinely rais’d.

Nor waited he reply. Won by the charm

Of goodnefs irrefifiible , and all

In fweet diforder loft, she blush’d confent.

The news immediate to her mother brought,

While
,
pierc’d with anxious thought ,

she pin’d

The lonely moments for Lavinia’s fate -, ( away

Amaz'd
,
and fcarce believing what she heard

,

Joy feiz’d her wither’d veins
,
and one bright gleam

Of fetting life shone on her evening-hours :

Not lefs enraptur’d than the happy pair ;

Who flourish’d long in tender blifs , and rear’d

A numerous offspring
,
lovely like themfelves

,

And good , the grace of all the country round.

Defeating oft the labours of the year,

The fultry fouth colleâs a potent blaft.

At firft
,
the groves are fcarcely feen to ftir

Their trembling tops -, and a ftill murmur runs

Along the foft-inçiimng fields of corn.

G 6
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But as the aeria’ temped fuller fwells,

And in one mighty dream
,
invifible

,

Immenfe
,
the whole excited atmofphere ,

Impetuous rushes o’er the founding world :

Strain’d to the root
,
the ftooping fored pours

A rudling shower of yet untimely leaves.

High-beat
, the circling mountains eddy in

,

From the bare wild
, the difïipated dorm

,

And fend it in a torrent down the vale.

Expos’d
, and naked

,
to its utmoft rage ,

Thro’ all the fea of harved rolling round
,

The billowy plain floats wide ; nor can evade

,

Tho’ phant to the blaft
,

its feizing force -,

Or whirl’d in air
,
or into vacant chaff

Shook wade. And fometimes too a burd of rain ,

Swept from the black horizon , broad ,
defcends

In one continuous flood. Still over head

The mingling temped weaves its gloom
,
and dill

The deluge deepens*, till the fields around

Lie funk
, and flatted

, in the fordid wave.

Sudden
,
the ditches fwell -, the meadows fwim.

Red , from the hills, innumerable dreams

Tumultuous roar -, and high above its banks

The r ver lift*, before whofe rushing tide
,

Herds, flocks , andharveds, cottages, and fwains *

Roll mingled down ; all that the winds had fpar’d

In one wild moment ruin’d*, the big hopes

,

And well-earn’d treafures of the painful year.

Fled to ferae eminence
,
the husbandman
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Helplefs beholds the miferable wreck

Driving along -, his drowning ox at once

Defending ,
with his labours Scatter’d round

,

He fees -, and inttant o’er his shivering thought

Comes Winter unprovided ,
and a train

Of clamant children dear. Ye matters , then

,

Be mindful of the rough laborious hand

,

That links you foft in elegance and eafe j

Be mindful of thofe limbs in ruffet clad

Whofe toil to yours is warmth ,
and graceful pride }

And ,
oh ! be mindful of that fparing board ,

Which covers yours with luxury profufe

,

Makes your glafs fparkle
,
and your fenfe rejoice l

Nor cruelly demand what the deep rams.

And all-involving winds have fwept away.

Here the rude clamour of the fportfman’s joy

;

The gun faft-thundering ,
and the winded horn*

Would tempt the Mufe to ling the rural Game ;

How, in his mid-career ,
the fpaniel ftruck

,

Stitt, by the tainted gale ,
with open nofe

,

Outftretch’d , and ttnely fenlible
,
draws full.

Fearful
,
and cautious , on the latent prey •,

!

As in the fun the circling covey bask

i Their varied plumes ,
and watchful every way ,

!
Thro’ the rough ttubble turn the fecret eye.

Caught in the meshy fnare
,
in vain they beat

I Their idle wings, intangled more and more :

I
Nor on the furges of the boundlefs air ,

Tho’ borne triumphant , are they fafe -, the gun ,
1
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Glanc’d jud

, and fudden, from the fowler’s eye
O’ertakes their founding pinions -, and again

,

Immediate, brings them from the towering wing,
Dead to the ground-, or drives them wide-dif-

pers’d

,

Wounded
,
and wheeling various, down the wind.

Thefe are not fubjedls for the peaceful Mufe,
Nor will she {lain with fuch her fpotlefs fong

;

Then mod delighted
, when she focial fees

The whole mix’d animal-creation round
Alive

,
and happy. ’Tis not joy to her

,

This falfely-chearful barbarous game of death ;

This rage of pleafure
, which the reliefs youth

Awakes
, impatient , with the gleaming morn -,

When beads of prey retire
, that all night long

,

Urg’d by neceflity
, had rang’d the dark

,

As if their confcious ravage shun’d the light

,

Asham’d. Not fo the deady tyrant Man ,

Who with the thoughtlefs infolence of power
Inflam'd

, beyond the mod-infuriate wrcth
Of the word monder that e’er roam’d the wade

,

For fport alone purfues the cruel chace,
Amid the beamings of the gentle days.

Upbraid
,
ye ravening tribes

, our wanton rage,
For hunger kindles you, and lawlefs want;
But lavish fed

,
in Nature’s bounty roll’d

,

To joy at anguish
, and delight in blood

,

Is what your horrid bofoms never knew.
Poor is the triumph o’er the timid hare !
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Scar’d from the corn ,
and now to fome lone feat

Retir’d : the rushy-fen -, the ragged furze ,

Stretch’d o’er the ftony heath -, the Rubble chapt *,

The thiftly lawn *, the thick entangled broom -,

Of the fame friendly hue , the wither’d fern -,

The fallow ground laid open to the fun ,

Concoftive *, and the nodding fandy bank,

Hung o’er the mazes of the mountain brook.

Vain is her beft precaution*, tho’ she fits

Conceal’d ,
with folded ears*, unfleeping eyes

,

By Nature rais’d to take the horizon in -,

And head couch’d clofe betwixt her hairy feet.

In a& to fpring away. The fcented dew

Betrays her early labyrinth*, and deep

,

In fcattered fullen openings ,
far behind

,

With every breeze she hears the coming florin*

But nearer ,
and more frequent ,

as it loads

The fighing gale ,
she fprings amaz’d , and all

The favage foul of game is up at once :

The pack full-opening ,
various *, the shrill horn

Refounded from the hills *, the neighing freed,

Wild for the chace *, and the loud hunter’s shout *,

O’er a weak, harmlefs ,
flying creature ,

all

Mix’d in mad tumult , and difcordant joy.

The flag too * fingled from the herd, where long

He rang'd the branching monarch of the shades

,

j

Before the tempefl drives. At firA, in fpeed

? He , fpri ghtly
,
puts his faith *, and ,

rous’d by fear

,

Gives all his fwift aerial foul to flight *
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Againfl: the breeze he darts, that way the more
To leave the leflening murderous cry behind :

Deception short ! tho* fleeter than the winds

Blown o’er the keen-air’d mountain by the north.

He burfts the thickets
,
glances thro’ the glades

,

And plunges deep into the wildeft wood \

If flow, yetfure, adheflve to the track
/

Hot-fteaming
,
up behind him come again

JTh’ inhuman rout , and from the shady depth

Expel him
,
circling thro’ his every shift.

He fweeps the foreft oft ; and fobbing fees

The glades, mild opening to the golden day ;

Where
,
in kind contefl, with his butting friends

He wont to ftruggle
, or his loves enjoy.

Oft in the full-defcending flood he tries

To lofe the fcent, and lave his burning fldes :

Oft feeks the herd -, the watchful herd
, alarm’d

,

With felfish care avoid a brother’s woe.

What shall he do ? His once fo vivid nerves

,

So full of buoyant fpirit
, now no more

Infpire the courfe -, but fainting breathlefs toil

,

Sick , feizes on his heart : he ftands at bay -,

And puts his laft weak refuge in defpair.

The big round tears run down his dappled face ;

He groans in anguish ; while the growling pack ,

Blood-happy, hang at his fair jutting cheft.

And mark his beauteous checker’d fldes with gore#

Of this enough. But if the fllvan youth
,

t
Whofe fervent blood boils into violence

,
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jVîuft have the chace ;
behold ,

defpiling flight

,

rhe rous’d- Up lion ,
refolufce , and flow

,

Advancing full on the protended fpear
,

fcnd coward-band, that circling wheel aloof,

flunk from the cavern ,
and the troubled wood

,

5ee the grim wolf; on him his shaggy foe

Vindi&ive fix ,
and let the ruffian die :

Or
,
growling horrid ,

as the brindled boar

Grins fell deftrudion ,
to the monfter’s heart

Let the dart lighten from the nervous arm.

Thefe Britain knows not; give', ye Britons,

Your fportive fury
,
pitylefs , to pour ( then

Loofe on the nightly robber of the fold :

Eiim ,
from his craggy winding haunts unearth’d.

Let all the thunder of the chace purfue.

Throw the broad ditch behind you; o’er the hedge

Bigh bound ,
refiillefs ; nor the deep morafs

Refufe ,
but thro’ ,

the shaking wildernefs

Pick your nice way ; into the perilous flood

Bear fearlefs ,
of the raging inftind full ;

And as you ride the torrent ,
to the banks

Your triumph found fonorous ,
running round,

From rock to rock
,
in circling echos toft ;

Then fcale the mountains to their woody tops ;

Rush down the dangerous Aeep ; and o’er the lawn.

In fancy fwallowing up the fpace between

,

Pour all your fpeed into the rapid game

,

For happy he ! who tops the wheeling chace 9

Has every maze evolv’d , and every guile
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Difclos’d ; who knows the merits of the pack *,

Who faw the villain feiz’d, and dying hard

,

Vr ithout complaint, tho’ by hundred mouths
RelentLfs torn : O glorious he, beyond
Hi*> daring peers ! when the retreating horn
Calls them to ghoflly halls of grey renown ,

With woodland honours grac’d
; the fox’s fur,

Depending decent from the roof-, and fpread
Round the drear walls

, with antick figures fierce,
The flag’s large front : he then is loudefl heard

,

When the night flaggers with feverer toils

,

\v ith feats TheJJ'auan Centaurs never knew,
And their repeated wonders shake the dome.
But firfl the fuei’d chimney blazes wide

;

The tankards foam •, and the Brong table groans
Beneath the fmoaking firioin, firetch’d immenfe
From fide to fide-, in which, with defp^rate knife.
They deep incifkn make

, and talk the while
Of England’s glory, ne’er to be defaced
While hence they borrow vigour : or amain
Into the pafly plung’d

, at intervals

,

If florrach keen can intervals allow

,

Relating all the glories of the chace.

Then fated Hunger bids his brother Thirft

Produc e the mighty bowl -, the mighty bowl

,

Swell’d high with fiery juice
, fleams liberal round

A potent gale, delicious, as the breath
Of Maia to the love-fick shepherdefs ,

On violets diffus’d, while foft she hears
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_er panting shepherd dealing to her arms,

or wanting is the brown Odober , drawn,

jature and perfeft, from his dark retreat

)f thirty years -, and now his hone# front

lames in the light refulgent ,
not afraid

iven with the vineyard’s bed: produce to vie.

^o cheat the thirty moments, whift a while

(Falks his dull round ,
beneath a cloud offmoak

,

breath’d ,
fragrant ,

from the pipe ; or the quick

n thunder leaping frcxn the box ,
awake ( dice

,

Hie founding gammon : while romp-loving mifs

s haul’d about, in gallantry robufl.

At lad thefe puling idlenefles laid

^fide ,
frequent and full ,

the dry divan

piofe in firm circle -, and fet ,
ardent, in

For ferions drinking. Nor evafion fly

,

flor fober shift ,
is to the puking wretch

Indulg’d apart -, but earned ,
brimming bowls

Lave every foul ,
the table floating round

,

And pavement ,
faithlefs to the fuddled foot.

Thus as they fwim in mutual fwill ,
the talk 9

Vociferous at once from twenty tongues

,

leels faft from theme to theme; from horfes

Po church or miflrefs, politicks or ghoft, (hounds

\n endlefs mazes ,
intricate ,

perplex’d.

Mean-time ,
with fuddeft interruption, loud,

|

Th’ impatient catch burfts from the joyous heart ;

! That moment touch’d is every kindred foul ;

And
,
opening in a full*mouth’d Cry of joy

,
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The laugh
, the flap , the jocund curfe go round

While
, from their {lumbers shook , the kennel*.

Mix in the mufic of the day again.
( hound

As when the tempeft, that has vex’d the deep
The dark night long , with fainter murmurs falls

So gradual finks their mirth. Their feeble tongues
Unable to take up the cumbrous word

,

Lie quite diffolv’d. Before their maudlin eyes.
Seen dim, and blue

, the double tapers dance.
Like the fun wading thro’ the mifly sky.

Then , Hiding foft
, they drop. Confus’d above

,

Glaffes and bottles
, pipes and gazetteers,

As if the table even itfelf was drunk
,

Lie a wet broken fcene -, and wide
, below

,

Is heap’d the focial {laughter : where afiride

The lubber Power in filthy triumph fits ,

Slumbrous , inclining fiill from fide to fide
,

And fteeps them drench’d in potent fieep till morn.
Perhaps fome docfor

, oftremendous paunch

,

Awful and deep
, a black abyfs of drink

,

Out- lives them all ; and from his bury’d flock

Fetiring, fu 1 of rumination fad,

Laments the weaknefs of thefe latter times.

But if rhe rougher fex by this fierce fport

Is hurried wild
, let not fuch horrid joy

E’er ftain the bofom of th°e British Fair.

Far be the fpirit of the chace from them!

Uncomely courage , unbefeeming skill ;

To fpring the fence
,
to rein the prancing fteed ;



AUTUMN, *33

Che cap , the whip ,
the mafculine attire ;

>a which they roughen to the fenfe
,
and all

Fhe winning foLnefs of their fex is loft.

[a them ’tis graceful to diffolve at woe ;

^rith every motion ,
every word , to wave

^uick o’er the kindling cheek the ready blush ;

knd from the fmalieft violence to shrink

Unequal ,
then the lovelieft in their fears *,

kad by this filent adulation, foft.

To their prote&ion more engaging Man.

0 may their eyes no miferable fight.

Save weeping lovers , fee ! a nobler game,

Thro’ Love’s enchanting wiles puriued
,
yet fled.

In chace ambiguous. May their tender limbs

Float in the loofe fimplicity of drefs !

And, fashion’d all to harmony ,
alone

Know they to feize the captivated foul

,

In rapture warbled from love-breathing lips ;

To teach the lute to languish -, with fmooth ftep,

Difclofing motion in its every charm

,

To fwim along ,
and fwell the mazy dance ;

To train the foliage o’er the fnowy lawn *,

To guide the pencil, turn the tuneful page ;

To lend new flavour to the fruitful year ,

|

And heighten Nature’s dainties : in their race

To rear their graces into fécond life;

|To give Society its higheft tafte ;

‘Well-ordered Home Man’s beft delight to make ;

And by fubmiftive wifdom , modeft skill

,

;
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With every gentle care-eluding art

,

To raife the virtues , animate the blifs ,

And fweeten all the toils of human life :

This be the female dignity
,
and praife.

Ye fwains
,
now haften to the hazel-bank*.

Where
,
down yon dale

,
the wildly winding broo

Falls hoarfe from fteep to fteep. In clofe array

,

Fit for the thickets and the tangling shrub ,

Ye virgins come. For you their lateft fong

The woodlands raife -, the cluttering nuts for you

The lover finds amid the fecret shade *,

And , where they burnish on the topmoft bough,

With a&ive vigour crushes down the tree *,

Or shakes them ripe from the refigning husk

,

A glofly shower, and of an ardent brown ,

As are the ringlets of Melinda’s hair :

Melinda ! form’d with every grace complete ,

Yet thefe neglefting
,
above beauty wife

,

And far tranfcending fuch a vulgar praife.

Hence from the bufy joy -refounding fields ,

In chearful error, let us tread the maze

Of Autumn ,
unconfin’d ; and tatte

,
reviv’d

,

The breath of orchard big with bending fruit.

Obedient to the breeze and beating ray.

From the deep-loaded bough a mellow shower

Incefifant melts away. The juicy pear

Lies
,
in a foft profufion , fcattered round.

A various fweetnefs fwells the gentle race \

By Nature’s all-refining hand prepar’d *,
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)f temper’d fan
,
and water , earth

, and air

,

n ever-changing compofition mixt.

»uch , falling frequent thro’ the chiller night,

7he fragrant flores ,
the wide-proje&ed heaps

)f apples
,
which the lufty-handed year,

nnumerous
,
o’er the blushing orchard shakes,

i various fpirit
,
fresh

,
delicious

, keen

,

Dwells in their gelid pores -, and , a&ive points

Hie piercing cyder for the thirfty tongue :

fhy native theme , and boon infpirer too
,

Phillips, Pomona’s bard, the fécond thou

v7ho nobly durfl
,
in rhyme-unfetter'd verfe

,

^ith British freedom fing the British fong :

low ,
from Silurian vats , high-fparkling wines

Foam in tranfparent floods -, fome ftrong
, to cheer

Fhe wintry revels of the labouring hind -,

And tafleful fome
, to cool the fummer-hours.

In this glad feafon
,
while his fweeteft beams

Fhe fun sheds equal o’er the meekened day ;

Üh lofe me in the green delightful walks

Df , Dodington , thy feat
,
ferene and plain ;

toHiere Ample Nature reigns -, and every view

,

Diffufive
, fpreads the pure Dorfetian downs

,

fn boundiefs profpeft; yonder shagg’d with wood,
Here rich with harveft

, and there white with
flocks !

Mean time the grandeur of thy lofty dome
,

Far-fplendid, feizes on the ravish’d eye.

pew beauties rife with each revolving day;
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New columns fwell j and ftill the fresh Sprin

finds

New plants to quicken
,
and new groves to green.

Full of thy genius all ! the Mufes’ feat :

Where in the fecret bower
,
and winding walk

,

For virtuous Young and thee they twine the baj

Here wandering oft, fir’d with the refilefs thirft

Of thy applaufe
, I folitary court

Th’ infpiring breeze : and meditate the book

Of Nature ever open*, aiming thence.

Warm from the heart, to learn the moral fong.

Here
, as I fieal along the funny wall

,

"Where Autumn basks
,
with fruit empurpled deep

My pleafing theme continual prompts my thought

Prefents the downy peach -, the shming plum \

The ruddy , fragrant ne&arine -, and dark.

Beneath his ample leaf, the lufcious fig.

The vine too here her curling tendrils shoots -,

Hangs out her clufters
,
glowing to the fouth;

And fcarcely wishes for a warmer sky.

Turn we a moment Fancy’s rapid flight

To vigorous foils
, and climes of fair extent*.

Where , by the potent fun elated high

,

The vineyard fwells refulgent on the day ;

Spreads o’er the vale -, or up the mountain climbs

,

Profufe -, and drinks amid the funny rocks

,

From cliff to cliff encreas’d
, the heightened blaze

\

Low bend the weighty boughs. The clufters clear
\

Half tt.ro’ the foliage feen
,
or ardent flame

,

Or
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Of shîilé tranfparent
; while perfe&ion breathes

White o’er the turgent film the living dew.
As thus they brighten with exalted juice.

Touch’d into flavour by the mingling ray ;

The rural youth and virgins o’er the field

,

Each font! for each to cull th’ autumnal prime ;
Exulting rove

, and fpeak the vintage nigh.
Then comes the crushing Twain*, the country floats*

^.nd foams unbounded with the mashy flood;
rhat by degrees fermented

, and refitfd

,

*ound the rais’d nations pours the cup of joy i

Che Claret fmooth
, red as the lip we prefs

n fparkling fancy
, while we drain the bowl ;

fhe mellow-tafled Burgundy
; and quick,

Is is the wit it gives , the gay Champaign.
Now, by the cool declining year condens’d

,

)efcend the copious exhalations
, check’d

is up the middle sky unfeen they fiole
,

ind roll die doubling fogs around the hill.

!o more the mountain
, horrid, vaft , fublime^

Vho pours a fweep of rivers from his Tides

,

ind high between contending kingdoms rears

he rocky long divifion
, fills the view

Pith great variety
; but in a night

k gathering vapour
, from the baffled fenfe

:nks dark and dreary. Thence expanding far
,

jhe huge dusk
,
gradual

, fwallows up the plain ;
janish the woods ; the dim-feen river feems
illen , and flow , to roll the mifiy wave,

H
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Even in the height of noon oppreft
,
the fuft

Sheds weak , and blunt , his wide-refra&ed ray ;

Whence glaring oft
,
with many a broadened orbi

He frights the nations. Indiftindf on earth.

Seen thro’ the turbid air
,
beyond the life

Obje&s appear *, and, wilder’d
,
o’er the waft®

The shepherd ftalks gigantic. Till at laft

Wreath’d dun around , in deeper circles ftill

Succeflive clofing
,
fits the general fog

Unbounded o’er the world*, and, mingling thick»

A formlefs grey confufion covers all.

As when of old ( fo fung the Hebrew Bard )

Light ,
uncollected

,
thro’ the chaos urg’d

Its infant way ; nor Order yet had drawn

Jiis lovely train from out the dubious gloom,

Thefe roving mifts
,
that confiant now begin

To fmoak along the hilly country ,
thçfe ,

With weighty rains , and melted Alpine fnows ,

The mountain-cifterns fill , thofe ample ftores

Of water
,
fcoop’d among the hollow rocks *,

Whence gush the ftreams , the ceafelefs fountain#

And their unfailing wealth the rivers draw, (play *

Some fages fay ,
that

,
where the numerous wavç

JFor ever lashes the refounding shore

,

Drill’d thro’ the fandy ftratum , every way »

The waters with the fandy ftratum rife *,

Amid.whofe angles infinitely ftrain’d

,

They joyful leave their jaggy faits behind t

4nd clear and fryeeten
?
as they foak along.
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Not flops the reftlefs fluid
, mounting ftill

,

Though oft amidft th’ irriguous vale it fprings ;

But to the mountain courted by the fand

,

That leads it darkling on in faithful maze.

Far from the parent-main
,
it boils again

Fresh into day -, and all the glittering hill

Is bright with fpouting rills. But hence this vain

Amufive dream ! why should the waters love

To take fo far a journey to the hills ,

When the fweet valleys offer to their toil

Inviting quiet
,
and a nearer bed ?

Or if, by blind ambition led aftray ,

They muft afpire ; why should they fudden flop

Among the broken mountain’s rushy dells

,

And
,
ere they gain its highefl peak

,
defert

Th’ attraâive fand that charm’d their courfe fo

Beftdes
,
the hard agglomerating faits

, ( long ?

The fpoil of ages, would impervious choak

Their fecret channels -, or , by flow degrees

,

High as the hills protrude the fwelling vales :

Old Ocean too , fuck’d thro’ the porous globe.

Had long ere now forfook his horrid bed

,

And brought Deucalion s watry times again.

Say then , where lurk the vaft eternal fprings
$

That, like creating Nature
,
lie conceal’d

From mortal eye
,
yet with their lavish flores

Refresh the globe , and all its joyous tribes ?

O thou pervading Genius
,
given to Man

,

Jo trace the fecrets of the dark abyfs ,

H %
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O lay the mountains bare ! and wide difplay

Their hidden ftru&ure to th’ aftonish’d view !

Strip from the branching Alps their piny load \

The huge incumbrance of horrific woods

From Afian Taurus , from lmaus firetch’d

Athwart the roving Tartar's fullen bounds!

Give opening Hemus to my fearching eye.

And high Olympus pouring many a ftream !

O from the founding fummits of the north

The Dofine Hills, thro’ Scandanavia roll’d

To farthefl: Lapland and the frozen main ;

From lofty Caucafus
,
far-feenby thofe

Who in the Cafpian and blaçk Euxine toil*.

From cold Riphean Rocks , which the wild Rufs

Believes the ¥ Jlony girdle of the world ;

And all the dreadful mountains wrapt in fiorm

,

jWhence wide Siberia draws her lonely floods -,

O fweep th’ eternal fnows ! Hung o’er the deep *

That ever works beneath his founding bafe

,

Bid Atlas

,

propping heaven
,
as Poets feign

,

His fubterranean wonders fpread ! unveil

The miny caverns , blazing on the day,

Of Abyjjinia's cloud compelling cliffs ,

And of the bending ¥ + Mountains ofthe Moon l

* The Mofcovites call the Riphcan Mountains Weliki Came*

iiypoys , that is , the great fiony Girdle : becaufe they fuppotô

$hem to encompafs the whole earth.

* * A range of Mountains in Africa , that furround alraoü

$11 Monomçtapa»
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Ô’ertopping all thefe giant-fons of earth

,

Let the dire Andes
,
from the radiant Line

Stretch’d to the ftormy feas that thunder round

The fouthern pole , their hideous deeps unfold !

Amazing fcene ! Behold ! the glooms difclofe,

I fee the rivers in tlteir infant beds !

Deep
i
deep I hear them , lab’ting to get free !

I fee the leaning ftrata , artful rang’d *,

The gaping fifliires to receive the rains

,

The meltings fnows * and ever-dripping fogs.

Strow’d bibulous above I fee the fands
*

The pebbly gravel next
,
the layers then

Of mingled moulds, of more retentive earths s

The gutter’d rocks and mazy-running clefts -,

That
4
while the healing moiflure they tranfmic t

Retard its motion , and forbid its wafle.

Beneath th’ inceffant weeping of thefe drains ,

I fee the rocky fiphons Aretch’d immenfe y

The mighty refervoirs, of hardened chalk

Or ftiff compared clay, capacious form'd.

O’erflcwing thence
,
the congregated flores

,

The cryftal treafures of the liquid world

,

Thro’ the Airr’d fands a bubbling paffage burfl ;

!And welling out , around the middle Aeep ,

Or from the bottoms of the bofom’d hills,

In pure effufion flow. United
,
thus

,

|Th’ exhaling fun, the vapour burden’d air

,

!The gelid mountains , that to rain condens’d

Thefe vapours in continual current draw

,

ïtî
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And fend them

,
o’er the fair-divided earth ,

Ip- bounteous rivers to the deep again
,

A focial commerce hold
,
and firm fupport

.The full-adjufted harmony of things.

When Autumn fcatters his departing gleams ,

Warn’d of approaching Winter, gathered, play

The fwallow-people } and tofs’d wide around y

O’er the calm sky , in convolution fwift

,

The feathered eddy floats : rejoicing once ,

Ere to their wintry {lumbers they retire ;

In clufters clung
, beneath the mouldring bank.

And where, unpierc’d by froft, the cavern fweats.

Or rather into warmer climes convey’d

,

With other kindred birds of feafon , there

They twitter chearful
,

till the vernal months

Invite them welcome back : for
, thronging , now

Innumercus wings are in commotion all.

Where the Rhine lofes his majeftic force

In Belgian plains
,
won from the raging deep

,

By diligence amazing
, and the ftrong

Unconquerable hand of Liberty

,

The Aork-aflembly meets -, for many a day,

Confulting deep
,
and various, ere they take

Their arduous voyage thro’ the liquid sky.

And now their rout defign’d
,
their leaders chofe

,

Their tribes ad
j
lifted, clean’d their vigorous wings*.

And many a circle
, many a short eflay ,

Wheel’d round and round
, in congregation full

The figur’d flight afcends j and, riding high
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fhe aerial billows ,
mixes with the clouds.

Or where the Northern ocean i
in vaft whirls

,

Boils round the naked melancholy illes

Of fartheft Thule
,
and the Atlantic Surge

Pours in among the fiormy Hebrides ;

Who can recount what transmigrations theré

Are annual made l What nations come and go Ï

And how the living clouds on clouds arife ?

Infinite wings ! till all the plume- dark air ,

And rude refounding shore are one wild Cry.

Here the plain harmlefs native his , Small dock

,

And herd diminutive ofmany hues f

Tends on the little ifiand’s Verdant Swell*

The shepherd’s Sea-girt reign-, or, to the focks

Dire-clinging
,
gathers his ©various food ^

Or Sweeps the fishy shore % or treafures up

The plumage ,
rifing full

,
to form the bed

Of luxury. And here a while the Mufe

,

High hovering o’er the broad cerulean Scene

,

Sees Caledonia y in romantic view :

Her airy mountains , from the waving main ,

Invefied with a keen diffufivé sky -,

Breathing the Soul acute -, her forefis huge *

Incult
,
robufl y and tall

,
by Nature’s hand

Planted of old -, her azure lakes between ,

Pour’d out extenfive , and of watry Wealth

Pull -, winding deep
,
and green , her fertile vales

With many a cool tranfiucent brimming flood

,Wash’d lovely ,
from thç Twsçd (

pure parentJlnaw

H 4
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Whofe paftoral banks firft heard my Doric reed,
\Hth, filvanJed, thy tributary brook)
To where the north-inflated tempeft foams
O er Orca’s or Betubium’s higheft peak :

Nurfe of a people -, in misfortune’s fchool
Train’d up to hardy deeds ; foon vifited

By Learning
, when before the Gothic rage

She took her weftern flight. A manly race ,

Of unfubmitting fpirit
, wife , and brave -,

Who ftill thro’ bleeding ages ftruggled hard

,

( As well unhappy Wallace can atteft

,

Great patriot-hero ! ill-requited chief
! )

To hold a generous undiminish’d ftate ;

Too much in vain ! Hence of unequal bounds
Impatient

, and by tempting glory borne
O’er every land

,
for every land their life

Has flow’d profufe, their piercing genius plann’d

'And fwell’d the pomp of peace their faithful toil.

As from their own clear north
, in radiant flreams

Bright over Europe burfls the Boreal Morn .

Oh is there not fome patriot
,
in whofe power

That befl:
,
that godlike Luxury is placed ,

Of blefling thoufands
, thoufands yet unborn

,

Thro* late poflerity > fome
, large of foul

,

To chear deje&ed induftry ? to give

A double harvefl: to the pining fwain *

And teach the labouring hand the fweets of toil >

How , by the fineft art
, the native robe

To weave t how , white as hyperborean fnow,



To form the lucid law -, with venturous oar

How to dash wide the billow, nor look on.

Shamefully paflive ,
while Batavian fleets

Defraud us of the glittering finny fwarms ,

That heave our friths i and croud upon our shores %

How all- enlivening trade to roufe ,
and wing

The prosperous fail , from every growing port.

Uninjur’d ,
round the' fea-incircled globe ;

And thus , in foul united as in name

,

Bid Britain reign the miftrefs of the deep ?

Yes
,
there are fuch. And full on thee , Arcyie ?

Her hope , her flay , her darling
,
and her boaft*

From her firft patriots and her heroes fprung %

Thy fond imploring Country turns her eye j

In thee
,
with all a mother’s triumph

,
fees

Her every virtue , every grace combin’d f

Her genius ,
wifdom i her engaging turn

,

Her pride of honour , and her courage try
9
d *

Calm , and intrepid , in the very throat

Of Sulphurous war
,
On Tenier’s dreadful field*

Nor lefs the palm of peace inwreathes thy brow';

f

or, powerful as thy fword, from thy rich tongue

erfuafion flows , and wins the high debate -,

While mix’d in thee combine the charm ofyouth ÿ

The force ofmanhood , and the depth of age.

Thee, Forbes , too, whom every worth attends^

As truth fincere, as weeping friendship kind

,

fThee , truly generous , and in filence great

,

Thy country £eç& thro
J
her reviving arts*

H*.
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Plann’d by thy wifdom

, by thy foul inform’d;

And fehiom has she known a friendlike thee.

But fee the fading many-colour’d woods

,

Shade deepening ever shade , the country round

Imbrown -, a crowded umbrage
,
dusk

,
and dun

,

Of every hue, from wan dedining green

To looty dark. Thefe now the lonefome ?vlufe
t

Low-whifpering, lead into their leaf-drown walks.

And give the feafon in its lated view.

Mean-time, light-shadowing all, afober calm

Fleeces unbounded ether *, whofe leaft wave
Stands tremulous , uncertain where to turn

The gentle current : while illumin’d wide

,

The dewy-^kirted clouds imbibe the fun ,

And thro’ their lucid veil his foftened force

Shed o’er the peaceful world. Then is the time

,

For thofe whom wifdom and whom Nature charm
9

To deal themfelves from the degenerate crowd.

And foar above this little feene of thing» ;

To tread low thoughted vice beneath their feet ;

To foothe the throbbing pallions into peace ;

An l woo lone QuUt in her lilent walks.

Thus folitary, and in penfive guife.

Oft let me wander o’er the ruflet mead

,

And thro’ the faddened gr- rve, where fcarce is heard

One dying drain
, to chear the woodman’s toil.

Haply fome widowed fongder pours his plaint,

Far
,
in faint warblings

,
thro* the tawny copfe*

.While congregated thrushes
,
linnets , larks

,
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And each wild throat, whofe artlefs Arams fo late

Swell’d all the mufic of the fwarming shades ,

Robb’d of their tuneful fouls , now shivering fit

On the dead tree , a dull defpondent flock *,

With not a brightnefs waving o’er their plumes*

And nought fave chattering difcord in their note»

O let not, aim’d from fome inhuman eye y

The gun the mufic of the coming year

Deflroy, and harmlefs * unfufpe&ing harm *

Lay the weak tribes a miferabie prey ,

In mingled murder , fluttering on the ground Ï

The pale defcending year
,
yet pleafmg ftill

*

A gentler mood infpires -, for now the leaf

Inceflant ruftles from the mournful grove j

Oft flarcling fuch as y fludious walk below*

And (lowly circles thro’ the waving air.

But should a quicker breeze amid the boughs

Sob
,
o’er the sky the leafy deluge ftreams *,

Till choak’d
,
and matted with the dreary shower*

The forefl-walks
, at every rifing gale.

Roil wide the wither’d wafte , and whifile bleak*

Fled is the blafted verdure of the fields ;

And ,
shrunk into their beds

,
the flowery race

Their funny robes refigrt . Even what remain’d

|

Of ftronger fruits falls from the naked tree *

And woods, fields
,
gardens

, orchards, all around

:

The defolated profpeâ thrills the foul.

|

He comes .’becomes! in every breeze the Powes,

9i Philosophic Melahçholï comes t

H 6
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His near approach the fudden-ftarting tear ;

The glowing cheek
, the mild dejeded air,

The foftened feature
,
and the beating heart

,

Pierc’d deep with many a virtuous pang
,
declare?

O’er all the foul his facred influence breathes -,

Inflames imagination*, thro’ the breaft

Infufes every t endernefs -, and far

Beyond dim earth exalts the fwelling thought*

Ten tho-ufand thoufand fleet ideas
, fuch

As never mingled with the vulgar dream ,

Croud fall into the Mind’s creative eye.

As fall the correfpondent paffions rife.

As varied
, and as high : Devotion rais’d

To rapture, and divine aftonishment

;

The love of Nature unconfin’d
, and

,
chief.

Of human race*, the large ambitious wish

,

To make them blefi ; the figh for fuffering worth
Loft in obfcurity *, the noble feorn

Of tyrant-pride *, the fearlefs great refolve ;

The wonder which the dying patriot draws

,

Infpirir g glory thro’ remoteft time -,

Th’ awakened throb for virtue
, and for fame v

The fympathies of love v and friendship dear j.

3^ith all the focial Offspring of the heart.

Oh bear me then to vaft embowering shades ,

To twilight groves , and vifionary vales -,

To weeping grottoes , and prophetic glooms \

Where angel forms athwart the folemn dusk.

Tremendous fweep , or feem to fweep along j
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And voices more than human ,

thro’ the void

Deep-founding ,
feize th’ enthufiaftic ear !

Oris thisgloom too much? Then lead, ye powers*

That o’er the garden and the rural feat

Prefide , which shining thro’ the chearful land

In countlefs numbers bieft Britannia fees ;

O lead me to the wide-extended walks ,

The fair majeftic paradife of Stowe * l

Not Perfian Cyrus on Ionia's shore

E’er faw fuch filvan fcenes *, fuch various art

By genius fir’d ,
fuch ardent genius tam’d

By cool judicious art *, that , in the ftrife

,

All-beauteous Nature fears to be outdone.

And there
, O Pitt

,
thy country’s early boaft*

There let me fit beneath the sheltered Hopes ,

Or in that * * Temple where , in future times

,

Thou well shah merit a diftinguish’d name -,

And, with thy converfe bieft, catch the laft fmiles

Of Autumn beaming o’er the yellow woods.

"While there with thee th’ inchanted round 1 walk*

The regulated wild
,
gay Fancy then

Will tread in thought the groves of Attic Land j

Will from thy ftandard tafte refine her own #

Corre& her pencil to the pureft truth

|

Of Nature ,
or , the unimpafiion’d shades

! Forfaking , raife it to the human mind.

Or if hereafter she , with jufter hand *

j

• The feat of the Lord Vifcount Cobkam-

• * Thç Tçrople qS Virtue in StQWi" Gardens*
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Shall draw the tragic fcene
, inflrucl her thoi?^

To irark the varied movements of the heart r
What every decent chara&er requires

,

And every paffion fpeaks : O thro’ her Lain
Breathe thy pathetic eloquence f that moulds
TW attentive fenate, charms, perfuades, exalts.
Of honeft zeal th’ indignant lightning throws ,
And shakes corruption on her venal throne.
While thus we talk

, and thro’ Elyfian Vales-'

Delighted rove
,
perhaps a figh efcapes :

What pity
, Cobham , thou thy verdant files

Of ordered frees houldfthere inglorious ranged
Inftead of fquadrons flaming o’er the field,

And long embattled hofls ! when the proud foe
The faithlefs vain difturber of mankind,
Infu ting Gaul

, has rous’d the world to war ;

When keen, once more,within theirbounds to prefs
Thofe polish’d robbers

, thofe ambitious flaves

,

The British Youth would had thy wife com-
Thy temper’d ardor and thy veteran skill.

( mand,

| The weftern fun withdraws the shortened day ;

And humid evening
, gliding o’er the sky

,

In her chill progrefs , to the ground condens’d

The vapours throws» Where creeping waters ooze,
Where marshes flagnate, and where rivers wind,
Gutter the rolling fogs , and fwim along

The dusky mantled lawn. Mean-while the moon
Full-orb’d, and breaking thro’ the fcatter’d clouds r,

Shews her broad vtfags in the erimftn’d eaftr
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turn’d to the fun dire& ,
her fpotted disk

,

Where mountains rife , umbrageous dales defcend ,

Ud caverns deep ,
as optic tube defcries,

1 fmaller earth
,
gives us his blaze again»

^oid of its flame , and sheds a fofter day.

tfow fhro’ the pafling cloud she feems to {loop »

tfow up the pure cerulean rides fublime.

Wide the pale deluge floats ,
and Areuming mild

3’er the sky’d mountain to the shadowy vale,

While rocks and floods refle&the quivering gleam,

fhe whole air whitens with a boundlefs tide

Df filver radiance ,
trembling round the world.

But when half blotted from the sky her light »

Fainting
,
permits the ftarry fires to burn

With keener luftre thro’ the depth of heaven j

Or near extinft her deadened orb appears

,

And fcarce appears , of fickly beamlefs white à

Oft in this feafon ,
filent from the north

A blaze ofmeteors shoots : enfweepingfirfl

The lower skies ,
they all at once converge

High to the crown of heaven , and all at once

Relapfing quick as quickly reafcend ,

And mix, and thwart, extinguish, and renew

,

All ether courfing in a maze of light.

: From look to look contagious thro’ the crowd ,

The panic runs , and into wondrous shapes

Th’ appearance throws . Armies in meet array

,

IThrong’d with aerial fpears
,
and fleeds of fire »

Jill the long lines of full-extended war
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In bleeding fight commixt, the fanguine flood
Rolls a broad fiaughter o’er the plains of heaven.
As thus they fcan the vifionary fcene fOn all fides fwells the fuperftitious din ,
Incontinent*, and bufy frenzy talks
Of blood and battle'*, cities overturn'd,
And late at night in fallowing earthquake funk

}Or hideous wrapt in fierce amending flame yOf fallow famine
, inundation, fiorm;

Of peftilence
, and every great difirefs

;

Empires fubvers’d , when ruling fate ha’s ftruck
The unalterable hour : even Nature’s felf
Is deem d to totter on the bnnk ©f time»
Not fo the Man of philofophick eye f
And infpeft fage

; the waving brighmefs he
Curious furveys , inquifitive to know
The caufes

, and materials
,
yet unfix’d ,

Of this appearance beautiful and new»
Now black, and deep , the night begins to fall 7A shade immenfc* Sunk in the quenching gloom?

Magnificent and vafi
,
are heaven and earth.

Order confounded lie? ; all beauty void y

Diflin&ion lofi y and gay variety

One univerfal blot: fuch the fair power
Of light

,
to kindle and create the wholes

Drear is the ftate of the benighted wretch*
Who then

, bewilder’d , wanders thro’ the dark.
Full of pale fancies

, and chimeras huge y
Nor viûtçd by one directive ray»



Lrom cottage breaming ,
or from airy hall.

Perhaps impatient as he ftumbles on

,

Struck from the root of Aimy rushes
,
blue.

The wiid-fire fcatters round ,
or gathered trails

A length of flame deceitful o’er the mofs :

Whither decoy’d by the fantaftic blaze ,

Now loft and now renew’d ,
he finks abforpt

,

Rider and liorfe , amid the miry gulph :

While ftill
,
from day to day ,

his pining wife

,

And plaintive children his return await

,

[n wild conje&ure loft. At other times,

Sent by the better Genius of the night

,

Innoxious
,
gleaming on the horfe’s mane

,

The meteor fits -, and shews the narrow path

,

That winding leads thro’ pits of death
,
or elfe

Inftru&s him how to take the dangerous ford.

The lengthened night elaps’d, the morning shines

Serene
,
in all her dewy beauty bright,

Unfolding fair the laft autumnal day.

And now the mounting fun difpels the fog *,

The rigid hoar-froft melts before his beam ;

And hung on every fpray
,
on every blade

Of grafs
,
the myriad dew-drops twinkle round.

Ah fee where robb’d , and murder’d, in that pit

Lies the ftill heaving hive ! at evening fnatch’d

,

Beneath the cloud of guilt- concealing night

,

And fix’d o’er fulphur : while , not dreaming ill t

the happy people, in their waxen cells

,

Jat tending public cares ,
and planning fehemes
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Of temperance

f for Winter poor ; rejoiced
To mark, full flowing round, their copious flores
Sudden the dark oppreflive fleam afcends -,

And
, us’d to milder fcents

, the tender race

,

By thousands , tumble from their honeyed domes

,

Convolv’d
, and agonizing in the dufl.

And was it then for this you roam’d the Spring,
Intent from flower to flower ? for this you toil’d
Ceafelefs the burning Summer-heats away ?

For this in Autumn fearch‘d the blooming wafle ,Nor loft one funny gleam ? for this fad fate ?

O Man! tyrannic lord ! how long, how long,
Shall proflrate Nature groan beneath your rage

,

Awaiting renovation ? When obliged

,

Muft you deftroy ? Of their ambrofial food
Can you not borrow -, and

, in juft return

,

Afford them shelter from the w'intry winds ;

Or
, as the sharp year pinches

, with their own
Again regale them on fome fmiling day ?

See where tne ftony bottom of their town
Looks defolate

, and wild ; with here and there
A helplefs number

, who the ruin’d ftate

Survive
, lamenting weak

, caft out to death.
Thus a proud city

, populous and rich
,

Full of the works of peace , and high in joy
A t theatre or feaft

, or funk in fleep

,

( As late
, Palermo , was thy fate

)
is feiz’d

By fome dread earthquake , and convulftve hui !’d

fxQtti the black foundation
7 ftench-involv’d* i
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to a gulph of blue fulphureous flame.

Hence every harsher light ! for now the day

,

»’er heaven and earth diffus’d
,
grows warm r and

dinite fplendor \ wide invefting all. ( high »-

ow ftill the breeze ! fave what the filmy threads

>f dew evaporate brushes from the plain,

ow clear the cloudlefs sky 1 how deeply ting’d

^ith a peculiar blue ! the ethereal arch

.ow iwell’d immenfe Î amid whofe azure thron’d

he radiant fun how gay ! how calm below

he gilded earth ! the harveft-treafures all

ow gather’d in
,
beyond the rage of florins

,

are to the fwain *, the circling fence shut up ;

nd inflant Winter’s utmoft rage defy’d.

7hile
,
loofe to feftive joy ,

the country round

aughs with the loud fincerity of mirth

,

hook to the wind their cares. The toil -firung

youth

y the quick fenfe of mufic taught alone *

caps wildly graceful in the lively dance.

1er every charm abroad, the village-toafl,
r

oung , buxom , warm , in native beauty rich ,

*arts not unmeaning looks
-,
and, where her eye

’oints an approving fmile
,
with double force

,

I’he
cudgel rattles

,
and the wreftler twines.

Lge too shines out ;
and, garrulous , recounts

'he feats of youth. Thus they rejoice *, nor think

j’hat
,
with to-morrow’s fun, their annual toil

egins again the neyer-ceafing round.
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Oh knew he but his happinefs
, ofMen

The happieft he ! who far from public rage.
Deep in the vale

, with a choice Few retir’d
Drinks the pure pleafures of the Rural Like.
What tho’ the dome be wanting, whofe prouc

gate.

Men morning, vomits out the fneaking crowd
f flatterers falfe

, and in their turn abus’d >

Vile intercourfe ! What tho’ the glittering robe

,

Of every hue reflected light can give

,

Or floating loofe , or ftiff with mazy gold

,

The pride and gaze of fools ! opprefs him not ?
What tho’ , from utmoft land and fea purvey’d

,For him each rarer tributary life

’

Bleeds not
, and his infatiate table heaps

With luxury, and death ? What tho’ his bowl
Flames not with coftly juice

; nor funk in beds ,Ott ofgay care
, he tofles out the night

,

Or melts the thoughtlefs hours in idle flate ?
What tho’ he knows not thofe fantaftic joys

,

That ftill amufe the wanton
, flill deceive

;A face of pleafure
, but a heart of pain ;

Their hollow moments undelighted all ?
Sure peace is his ; a folid life

, eftranged
To disappointment, and fallacious hope:
Rich in content

, in Nature’s bounty rich
,

In herbs and fruits
; whatever greens the Spring

,

When heaven defeends in showers; or bends the
bough
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^hen Summer reddens
, and whenAutumn beams \

Dr in the Wintry glebe whatever lies

Conceal’d and fattens with the richeft fap :

fhefe are not wanting -, nor the milky drove,

mxuriant
,
fpread o’er all the lowing vale ;

for bleating mountains -, nor the chide of ftreams
t

Lnd hum of bees , inviting fleep fincere

nto the guiltlefs breaft
, beneath the shade ,

)r thrown at large amid the fragrant hay -,

for ought befides of profpeft
,
grove

, or fong,
)im grottoes

,
gleaming lakes

,
and fountain clear,

fere too dwells limple truth
; plain innocence ;

Jnfullied beauty ; found unbroken youth

,

‘atient of labour
, with a little pleas’d ;

iealth ever blooming; unambitious tpil;

yalm contemplation , and poetic eafe.

Let others brave the flood in queft of gain

ind beat , for joylefs months, the gloomy wave,
-et fuch as deem it glory to deftroy

,

tush into blood
,
the fack of cities feek ;

Jnpierc’d
, exulting in the widow’s wail

,

rhe virgin’s shriek, and infant’s trembling cry.
,£t fome

, far-diftant from their native foil

,

Jrg’d or by want or hardened avarice ,

pnd other lands beneath another fun,

-et phis thro’ cities work his eager way ,

fy legal outrage and eftablish’d guile

,

f’he focial fenfe extinû ; and that ferment
into tumult the feditious herd

,
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Or melt them down to flavery. Let theft

lnfnare the wretched in the toils of law.
Fomenting difcord, and perplexing right.

An iron race ! and thofe of fairer front,

But equal inhumanity , in courts

,

Delufive pomp
,
and dark cabals

, delight;

"Wreathe the deep bow, diffufe the lying fmile *

And tread the weary labyrinth of Hate.

While he
, from all the ftormy pallions free

That reftlefs Men involve
, hears , and but hears

,

At diftance fafe
, the human tempeft roar

,

Wrapt clofe in confcious peace. The fall of kings.

The rage of nations
,
and the crush of Hates

,

Move not the Man
, who ,

from the world efcap*d

In Hill retreats
, and flowery folitudes

,

To Nature’s voice attends, from month to month,
And day to day

, thro’ the revolving year ;

Admiring
, fees her in her every shape -,

Feels all her fweet emotions at his heart;

Takes what she liberal gives
,
nor thinks of more.

He , when young Spring protrudes the burfting

gems,

Marks the firfl: bud
, and fucks the healthful gale

Into his freshened foul -, her genial hours

He full enjoys -, and not a beauty blows

,

And not an opening bloflom breathes in vain.

In Summer he , beneath the living shade,

Such as o’er frigid Tempe wont to wave ,

Or Hemus cool , reads what the Mufe , of thefç
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*erhaps , has in immortal numbers lung ;

Dr what she dilates writes : and oft
, an eye

hot round
, rejoices in the vigorous year.

Vhen Autumn’s yellow luftre gilds the world,

ind tempts the fickled fwain into the field

,

•siz’d by the general joy , his heart diftends

^ith gentle throws , and
, thro’ the tepid gleams

)eep mufing
, then he bejl exerts his long.

Lven Winter wild to him is full of blifs.

fhe mighty tempefl
, and the hoary wafle

,

Lbrupt, and deep
,
ftretch’d o’er the buried earth,"

lwake to folemn thought. At night the skies

,

Difclos’d
, and kindled , by refining froft,

*our every luflre on th’ exalted eye.

Ï friend , a book the Healing hours fecure

,

hid mark them down for wifdom. With fwift wing^
D’er land and fea imagination roams ;

Dr truth
, divinely breaking on his mind

,

Liâtes his being
,
and unfolds his powers \

Dr in his breaft heroic virtue burns.

fhe touch of kindred too and love he feels ;

fhe modeft eye , whofe beams on his alone

Fxtatic shine ^ the little ftrong embrace
Df prattling children , twin’d his neck

,

bid emulous to pleafe him
, calling forth

fhe fond parental foul. Nor purpofe gay

,

hnufement
, dance

, or fong
, he Hernly fcornsf

For happinefs and true philofophy

ire of the foçial Hill , and fmiling kind.
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This is the life which thofe who fret in guilt
j|

And guilty cities
, never knew -, the life ,

Led by primeval ages
, uncorrupt

,

.When angels dwelt , and God himfelf , with Man !

Oh Nature ! all-fufficient ! over all t

Inrich me with the knowledge of thy works !

Snatch me to heaven -, thy rolling wonders there
^

World beyond world , in infinite extent

,

Profufely fcattered o’er the blue immenfe

,

Shew me -, their motions
,
periods , and their laws

, ;

Give me to fcan -, thro’ the difclofing deep

Light my blind way : the mineral firata there ; -

Thrufi
,
blooming , thence the vegetable world ; I

O’er that the riling fyftem , more complex

,

Of animals *, and higher ftill , the mind

,

The varied fcene of quick-compounded thought

,

And where the mixing pallions endlefs shift ;

Thefe ever open to my ravish’d eye -,

A fearch , the flight of time can ne’er exhaull 1

But if to that unequal *, if the blood

,

In lluggish ftreams about my heart , forbid

That bcfi ambition ; under doling shades

,

Inglorious ,
lay me by the lowly brook.

And whifper to my dreams. From Thee begin

Dwell all on Thee ,
with Thee conclude my fong£

^nd let me never never ftray from Thee !

WINTER;





The Argument.
The fubjeXpropofed. Addrefs to the ear/o/'W’lLMING-

TON. Firfl approach of Winter. According to the

natural courfe of the feafon ,
variousforms defcribed

• Rain, Wind, Snow . The driving of the fnows

A man perishing among them ; whence reflexions on

the wants and miferies of human life , The wolves

defcending from the Alps and Apennines. A winter

evening defcribed : as fpent by philofophers ; by

country people ; in the city, Frojl. A view of Win<

within the polar Circle. A thaw. The whole conch

ding with moral reflections on a future flatc%

!



See, Winter comes, to rule the varied year.

Sullen and fad
, with all his riling train

j

Vapours
,
and Clouds

,
and Storms . Be thefe my theme

,

Thefe ! that exalt the foul to folemn thought

,

And heavenly mufing. Welcome
,
kindred glooms!

Congenial horrors
,
hail ! with frequent foot

,

Pleas’d have I, in my chearful morn of life,

Wnen nurs’d by carelefs folitude I liv’d ,

And fung of Nature with uocealing joy

,

Pleas’d have I wander’d thro’ your rough domain ;

Trod the pure virgin-fnows
, myfelf as pure

;

Heard the winds roar , and the big torrent burft *,

Or feen the deep fermenting tempefl brew’d ,

In the grim evening sky. Thus pafs’d the time ,

Till thro’ the lucid chambers of the fouth

Look’d out the joyous Spring, look’d out, and

To thee , the patron of herfirjl effay
, ( fmil’de

The Mufe, O Wilmington S renews her fong.

Since has she rounded the revolving year :

Skim’d the gay Spring
; on eagle pinions borne

,

Attempted through the Summer-blaze to rife;

Then fwept o'er Autumn with the shadowy gal® ;

And now among the wintry c'ouds again

,

jRoll’d in the doubling florm
,
she tries to foar ;

To fwell her note with all the rushing winds -,

I 2
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To fuit her founding cadence to the floods ;

As in her theme, her numbers wildly great :

Thrice happy ! could she fill thy judging ear

With bold description
,
and with manly thought.

Nor art thou skill’d in awful fchemes alone

,

And how to make a mighty people thrive :

But equal goodnefs
,
found integrity,

A firm
,

unshaken, uncorrupted foul

Amid a Aiding age
, and burning ftrong

,

Not vainly blazing for thy country’s weal

,

A fteady fpirit regularly free *,

Thefe, each exalting each
,
the ftatefman light

Into the patriot-, thefe, the public hope

And eye to thee converting
,
bid the Mufe

Record what envy dares not flattery call.

Now when the chearlefs empire of the sky

To Capricorn the Centaur Archer yi . Ids
,

And fierce Aquarius
,
ftains th’ inverted year;

Hung o’< r the farthefl verge of heaven ,
the fun

Scarce fpreads thro’ ether the dejtdled day.

Faint are his gleams
,
and ineffectual shoot

His flruggli g rays
,
in horizontal lines

,

Thro’ the thick air ; as cloath’d in cloudy ftorm

,

Weak, wan, and broad, he skirts the foutVurn sky;

And
,
foon- descending , to the long d*rk mght

,

Wide-shading all, the proftrate wo* Id r.figns.

Nor is the night unwish’d ; while vital hear

,

Light
,
life , and oy ,

the dubious day forfake.

Me-n-time ,
in fable cincture ,

shadows vaft,
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Deep-ting’d and damp , and congregated clouds

,

And all the vapoury turbulence of heaven

,

Involve the face of things. Thus Winter falls

*

A heavy gloom oppreflive o’er the -world

,

Thro' Nature shedding influence malign.

And roufes up the feeds of dark difeafe.

The foul ofMan dies in him
, loathing life

,

And black with more than melancholy views.

The cattle droop ; and o’er the furrowed land

,

Fresh from the plough
,
the dun difcolour’d flocks >

Untended fpreading, crop the wholefome root.

Along the woods
,
along the moorish fens

,

Sighs the fad Genius of the coming florin *,

And up among the loofe disjointed cliffs

,

And fra&ur’d mountains wild , the brawling brook
And cave

, prefageful
,
fend a hollow moan

,

Refounding long in liftening Fancy’s ear.

Then comes the father of the tempefl forth

,

Wrapt in black glooms. Firfl joylefs rains obfcur®
Drive thro’ the mingling skies with vapour foul ;

Dash on the mountain’s brow, and shake the woods.
That grumbling wave below. The unfightly plain

ties a brown deluge ; as the low-bent clouds
Pour flood on flood

,
yet unexhaufled flill

Combine
, and deepening into night shut up

[The day s rair face. The wanderers of heaven

,

Each to his home
, retire ; fave thofe that love

E

o take their paftime in the troubled air

,

'r skimming flutter round the dimply pool*

i

1 3



i66 WINTER.
The cattle from the untafled fields return

,

And ask, with meaning lowe , their wonted flails,

Or ruminate in the contiguous shade.

Thither the houshold feathery people crowd,

The crefted cock, with all his female train
,

Penfive
,
and dripping -, while the cottage hind

Hangs o’er th’ enlivening blaze
,
and taleful there

Recounts his Ample frolick : much he talks ,

And much he iaughs, nor recks the florm that blows

Without
,
and rattles on his humble roof.

Wide o’er the brim
, with many a torrent fwell’d

,

And the mix’d ruin of its banks o’erfpread,

At laft the rous’d-up river pours along :

Refiftlefs
,
roaring

,
dreadful

,
down it comes ,

From the rude mountain
,
and the mofiy wild

,

Tumbling thro’ rocks abrupt
,
and founding far v

Then o’er the fanded valley floating fpreads.

Calm , fluggish , filent ; till again
,
conftrain’d

Between two meeting hills
,

it burAs away,

Where rocks and woods o’erhangthe turbid ftream

There gathering triple force
,
rapid

,
and deep ,

Itboils,andwheels,andfoams,andthunders through

Nature
!
great parent ! whofe unceafing hand

Rolls round the Seafcns of the changeful year

,

How mighty , how majeftic
,
are thy works !

With what a pleating dread they fwell the foul!

That fees aftonish’d ! and aflonish’d fings !

Ye too
,
ye winds ! that now begin to blow.

With boiflerous fweep , I raife my voice to you.



Where are your {lores
,
ye powerful beings ! fay

,

Where your aerial magazines referv’d,

To fwell the brooding terrors of the florm ?

In what far^diftant region of the sky
,

Hush’d in deep filence
,
fleep ye when ’tis calm ?

When from the pallid sky the fun defcends

,

With many a fpot
,
that o’er his glaring orb

Uncertain wanders , ftain’d •, red fiery ftreaks

Begin to flush around. The reeling clouds

Stagger with dizzy poife, as doubting yet

Which mafter to obey : while riling flow

,

Blank , in the leaden-colour’d eaft
*
the moon

Wears a wan circle round her blunted horns.

Seen thro’ the turbid flu&uating air

,

The ftars obtufe emit a shivered ray,

Or frequent feem to shoot athwart the gloom

,

And long behind them trail the whitening blaze.

Snatch’d in short eddies, plays the wither’d leaf j

And on the flood the dancing feather floats.

With broadened noflrils to the sky up-turn’d t

The confcious heifer fnuffs the ftormy gale.

Even as the matron , at her nightly task

,

With penfive labour draw the flaxen thread

,

The wafted taper and the crackling flame

Foretell the blaft. But chief the plumy race
, \

The tenants of the sky
,
its changes fpeak.

Retiring from the downs
,
where all day long

They pick’d their fcanty fare , a blackening train

Of clamorous rooks thick urge their weary flight

,

i 4
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And feek the doling shelter of th p grove \

Afliducus
,
in his bower

,
the wailing owl

Plies his fad fong. The cormorant on high

Wheels frem the deep
,
and fcreams along the land,

Lcud ihrieks the fo ring hern -, and with wild wing

The circling fea-fowl cleave the flaky cl.uds.

Ocean, unequal prefs’d, with broken tide

Andb’ind commotion heaves; while from the shore.

Eat into caverns by the refllefs wave

,

And foreft-rufHing mountains, comes a voice,

That folemn founding bids the world prepare.

Then iflues forth the ftorm with fudden burfl

,

And hurls the whole precipitated air

,

Down, in a torrent. On the paflive main

Defcends th’ ethereal force
, and with ftrong gu&

Turns from its bottom the difcolour’d deep.

Thro’ the black night that fits immenfe around

,

Lash’d into foam
,
the fierce confli&ing brine

Seems o’er a thoufand raging waves to burn :

Mean-time the mountain-billows, to the clouds

In dreadful tumult fwell’d
,
furge above furge

,

Burft into chaos with tremendous roar

,

And anchor’d navies from their flations drive,

Wild as the winds acrofs the howling wafte

Of mighty waters : now th’ inflated wave

Straining they fcale
,
and now impetuous shoot

Into the feerpt chambers of the deep

,

The wintry Eahick thundering o’er their head.

Emerging thence again , before the breath



WINTER* 1

6

*

Of full-exerted heaven they wing their courfe
,

And dart on diAant coaAs -, if fome sharp rock

,

Or shoal infidious break not their career,

And in loofe fragments fling them floating round.

Nor lefs at land the loofened tempeft reigns.

The mountain thunders -, and its flurdy Tons

Stoop to the bottom of the rocks they shade.

Lone on the midnight fteep ,
and all aghaft

,

The dark way-faring ftranger breathlefs toils

,

And , often falling ,
climbs againft the blaft.

Low waves the rooted foreft
,
vex’d , and sheds

What of its tarnish’d honours yet remain -,

Dash’d down, and fcattered -, by the tearing wind’s

Afliduous fury ,
its gigantic limbs.

Thus ftruggling thro’ the diflipated grove

,

The whirling tempeA raves along the plain ;

And on the cottage thatch’d, or lordly roof,

Keen-faflening , shakes them to the folid bafe.

Sleep frighted flies *, and round the rocking dome.

For entrance eager , howls the favage blaA.

Then too ,
they fay , thro’ all the burhen’d air,

Long groans are heard, shrill founds, and diftant

That, uttered by the Demon of the night, (Aghs,

Warn the devoted wretch of woe and death.

Huge uproar lords it wide. The clouds commix’d

j

With Aars fwift gliding fweep along the sky.

All Nature reels. Till Nature’s King , who oft

: Amid tempeAuous darknefs dwells alone

,

I

And on the wings of the careering wind

I 5
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Walks dreadfully ferene, commands a calm;

Then ftraight air fea and earth are hush’d at once.

As yet ’tis midnight deep. The weary clouds

,

Slow-meeting
, mingle into folid gloom.

Now
,
while the drowfy world lies loft in lleep

,

Let me aflociate with the ferions Night
,

And Contemplation herfedate compeer;

Let me shake off th’ intrufive cares of day

,

And lay the meddling fenfes all alide.

Where now t ye lying vanities of life !

Ye ever-tempting, ever-cheating train!

Where are you now ? and what is your amount ?

\ exation
, difappointment

,
and remorfe.

Sad , ftckening thought ! and yet deluded Man

,

Afcene of crude disjointed viftons paft,

And broken {lumbers, rifcs ftill refolv’d
,

With new-flush’d hopes
,
to run the giddy round.

Father of light and life ! thou Good supreme!
O teach me what is good ! teach me Thyself !

Save me from folly
,
vanity

,
and vice

,

From every low purfuit ! and feed my foul

With knowledge , confcious peace
, and virtue

Sacred
,
fubftantial

, never- fading blifs
! (

pure ;

The keener tempefts rife : and fuming dun

From all the livid eaft
,
or piercing north

,

Thick clouds afcend ; in whofe capacious womb
A vapoury deluge lies

,
to fnow congeal’d.

Heavy they roll their fleecy world along ;

And the sky faddens with the gathered ftorm.

sL- b
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Thro’ the hush’d air the whitening shower def-

At firfl thin wavering -, ’till at laft the flakes
(
cends

,

Fall broad , and wide ,
and faft ,

dimming the day.

With a continual flow. The cherish’d fields

Put on their winter-robe of pureft white.

’Tis brightnefs all ; fave where the new fnow melts

Along the mazy current. Low, the woods

Bow their hoar head-, and
, ere the languid fun

Faint from the weft emits his evening ray
,

Earth’s univerfal face , deep hid , and chill

,

Is one wild dazzling wafte , that buries wide

The works of Man. Drooping , the labourer-ox

Stands cover’d o’er with fnow ,
and then demands

The fruit of all his toil. The fowls of heaven,

Tam’d by the cruel feafon
, croud around

The winnowing flore
,
and claim the little boon

Which Providence afligns them. One alone

,

The red-breaft
,
facred to the houshold gods

,

Wifely regardful of th’ embroiling sky

,

In joylefs fields , and thorny thickets , leaves

His shivering mates
,
and pays to milled Man

His annual vifit. Half-afraid
,
he firft

Againft the window beats -, then , brisk , alights

On the warm hearth -, then
,
hopping o’er the floor

Eyes all the finding family askance

,

And pecks , and ftarts
,
and wonders where he is :

’Till more familiar grown , the table -crumbs

Attra£f his flender feet. The foodlefs wilds

Pour forth their brown inhabitants. The hare,

X 6
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Tho’ timorous of heart

, and hard befet

By death in various forms
, dark fnares

, and dogs

,

And more unpitying Men , the garden feeks,
Urg’d on by fearlefs want. The bleating kind
Eye the bleak heaven, and next the glifiening earth,
With looks ofdumb defpair-, then, faddifpers’d

,

Dig for the withered herb thro’ heaps of fnow.
Now

, shepherds
, to your helplefs charge be

Baffle the raging year
,
and fill their penns ( kind,

W ith food at will
; lodge them below the florin

,

And watch them Uriel : for from the bellowing eaff »

In this dire feafon
,
eft the whirlwind’s wing

Sweeps up the burthen ofwhole wintry plains

At one wide waft
, and o’er the haplefs Bocks

,

Hid in the hollow of two neighbouring hills

,

The billowy tempeft whelms *, ’till
, upward urg’d,

The valley to a shining mountain fwells

,

Tipt with a wreath high-curling in the sky.

As thus the fnows arife ; and foul
, and fierce

,

All Winter drives along the darkened air ;

In his own loofe-revolving fields
, the fwain

Difafter’d Bands -, fees other hills afeend

,

Of unknown joylefs brow
; and other feenes

,

Of horrid profpedl, shag the tracklefs plain :

Tv
T
or finds the river

, nor the foreft , hid

Beneath the formlefs wild
; but wanders on

From hill to dale, ftill more and more aftray *,

Impatient Bouncing thro’ the drifted heaps

,

Stung with the thoughts of home -, the thoughts of

home
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Rush on his nerves , and call their vigour forth

In many a vain attempt. How finks his foul !

What black defpair , what horror fills his heart!

When for the dusky foot ,
which fancy feign’d

His tufted cottage riling thro’ the fnow ,

He meets the roughnefs of the middle waRe

,

Far from the track
,
and bleR abode of Man j

While round him night refiRlefs clofes fall

,

And every tempefl ,
howling o’er his head ,

Renders the favage wildernefs more wild.

Then throng the bufy shapes into his mind

,

Of cover’d pits, unfathomably deep ,

A dire defcent! beyond the power of froR,

Of faithlefs bogs *, of precipices huge

,

Smooth’d up with fnow ; and
,
what is land . un«

What water of the Rill unfrozen fpring
, (

known

,

In the loofe marsh or folitary lake
,

Where the fresh fountain from the bottom boils.

Thefe check his fearful Reps *, and down he links

Beneath the shelter of the shapélefs drift

,

Thinking o’er all the bitternefs of death

,

Mix’d with the tender anguish Nature shoots

Thro’ the wrung bofom of the dying Man

,

His wife
,
his children

,
and his friends unfeen.

In vain for him th’ officious wife prepares

The fire fair-blazing ,
and the veRment warm.

In vain his little childrenj, peeping out

Into the mingling Rorm ,
demand their lire

,

With tears of artlefs innocence. Alas 1



*74 WINTER.
Nor wife , nor children

, more shall he behold

,

Nor friends
, nor facred home. On every nerve

The deadly Winter feizes *, shuts up fenfe
j

And, o’er his inmoft vitals creeping cold,
Lays him along the fnows

, a Aiffened corfe

,

Stretch’d out
, and bleaching in the northern blafl.

Ah little think the gay licentious proud

,

Whom pleafure, power, and affluence furround
They, who their thoughtlefs hours in giddy mirth

,

And wanton , often cruel
, riot wafle ;

Ah little think they
, while they dance along

,How many feel
, this very moment, death,

And all the fad variety of pain.

How many fink in the devouring flood
,

Or more devouring flame. How many bleed

,

By shameful variance betwixt Man and Man.
How many pine in want

, and dungeon glooms ;

Shut from the common air
, and common ufe

Of their own limbs. How many drink the cup
Of baleful grief, or eat the bitter bread
Of mifery. Sore pierc’d by wintry winds

,

How many shrink into the fordid hut
Of cheerlefs poverty. How many shake
With all the fiercer tortures of the mind.
Unbounded paflion

, madnefs
,
guilt

, remorfe ;

Whence tumbled headlong from tne height of life

,

They furnish matter for the tragic Mufe.
Even in the vale , where wifdom loves to dwell

,

With friendship
,
peace , and contemplation join’d

,
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How many » rack’d with honeft paffions , droop

In deep retir’d diftrefs. How many ftand

Around the death-bed of their deareft friends ,

And point the parting anguish. Thought fond Man

Of thefe , and all the thoufand namelefs ills

,

That one inceffant ftruggle render life

,

One fcene of toil ,
of fuffering ,

and of fate ,

Vice in his high career would (land appall’d

,

And heedlefs rambling Impulfe learn to think ;

The confcious heart of Charity would warm

,

And her wide wish Benevolence dilate *,

The focial tear would rife ,
the focial figh*.

And into clear perfe&ion, gradual blifs ,

Refining fiill , the focial paffions work.

And here can I forget the generous ¥ band

,

Who , touch’d with human woe ,
redreffive fear-

Into the horrors, of the gloomy jail ? ( ch d

Unpitied ,
and unheard ,

where mifery moans -,

Where ficknefs pines*, where thirft and hungerburn,

And poor misfortune feels the lash of vice.

While in the land of liberty ,
the land

Whofe every fireet and public meeting glow

With open freedom , little tyrants rag’d *,

Snatch’d the lean morfel from the ftarving mouth »

Tore from cold wintry limbs the tatter d weed *,

Even robb’d them of the laft of comforts ,
fleep ;

The free-born Briton to the dungeon chain’d

,

Or, as the lufl of cruelty prevail’d,

* The Jail Committee , in the Year 1729.
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At pleafure mark’d him with inglorious ftripes *,

And crush’d out lives
, by fecret barbarous ways

,

That for their country would have toil’d , or bled,

O great defign ! if executed well

,

With patient care, and wisdom-temper’d zeal.

Ye fons of mercy
! yet refume the fearch

j

Drag forth the legal mongers into light

,

Wrench from their hands oppreflion’s iron rod.

And bid the cruel feel the pains they give.

Much Rill untouch’d remains
j
in this rank age

,

Much is the patriot’s weeding hand requir’d.

The toils of law
, ( what dark inlidious Men

Have cumbrous added to perplex the truth
,

And lengthen limple juftice into trade
)

How glorious were the day ! that faw thefe broke
,

And every Man within the reach of right.

By wintry famine rous’d
,
from all the trad

Of horrid mountains which the shining Alps ,

And wavy Appenine
,
and Pyrenees

,

Branch out ftupendous into diftant lands ;

Cruel as death
,
and hungry as the grave !

Burning for blood ! bony
,
and ghaunt

,
and grim 1

Affembling wolves in raging troops defeend -,

And
,
pouring o’er the country

, bear along
,

Keen as the north-wind fweeps the glofly fnow.

All is their prize. They fallen on the fteed

,

Prefs him to earth, and pierce his mighty heart.

Nor can the bull his awful front defend

,

Or shake the murdering favages away.
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Rapacious , at the mother’s throat they fly

,

And tear the fcreaming infant from her bread.

The godlike face of Man avails him nought.

Even beauty, force divine ! at whofe bright glance

The generous lion ftands in (bftened gaze ,

Here bleeds ,
a haplefs undiftinguish’d prey.

But if, appriz’d of the fevere attack ,

The country be shut up ,
lur’d by the fcent

,

On church-yards drear (
inhuman to relate ! )

The difappointed prowlers fall ,
and dig

The shrouded body from the grave -, o’er which ,

Mix’d with foul shades ,
and frighted ghofts ,

they,

howl.

Among thofe hilly regions ,
where embrac d

In peaceful vales the happy Grifons dwell -,

Oft ,
rushing fudden from the loaded cliffs

,

Mountains of faow their gathering terrors roll.

From fteep toftsep, loud-thundering down they

A wintry waffe in dire commotion all , (
come >

And herds, andflocks ,
and travellers, and fwains.

And fometimes whole brigadesof marching troops.

Or hamlets Beeping in the dead of night

,

Are deep beneath the fmothering ruin whelm d.

Now ,
all amid the rigours of the year

,

In the wild depth of Winter ,
while without

The ceafelefs winds blow ice ,
be my retreat

,

Between the groaning foreft and the shore

|

Beat by the boundlefs multitude ofwaves,

^ A rural ,
shelter’d ,

folitary , fcene j
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Where ruddy fire and beaming tapers join.
To cheer the gloom. There ftudious let me fit,
And hold high converfe with the Might/ dead
iages of ancient time

, as gods rever’d
,As gods beneficent

, who bleft mankmd
With arts, with arms, and humaniz’d a world.
Rous d at th’ infpiring thought

, I throw afide
Toe long liv’d volume -, and deep-mufi„g , hailThe acred shades

, that flowly-rifi tg pafs
Before my wondering eyes. Firft Socrates,Who

, ftrm'y good in a corrupted ftate
,

Again 11 the rage of tyrants fingle flood,
Invincible ! calm Reafon’s holy law.
That Voce of God within th’ attentive mind,
Obeying

, fearlefs
, or in life

, or death :

Great moral teacher! WiJtfi ofMankind l

Solon the next
, who built his common-weal

On equity’s wide bale
; by tenderUw!

A lively people curbing, yet undamp’d

,

Preferving ftill that quick peculiar fire

,

Whence in the laurel’d field of finer arts

,

And of bold freedom
, they unequal’d shone

,

The pride of failing Greece
, and human-kind.

Lycurgus then, who bow’d beneath the force
Of flruaeft difeipline

, feverely wife

,

All human pallions. Following him,, I fee.
As at Thermopylae he glorious fell

,

The firm * devoted Chief
, who prov’d by deeds

• Leonidai,
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The tardeft teflon which the other taught.

Then Aristides lifts his honeft front ;

Spottefs of heart , to whom th’ unflattering voice

Of freedom grave the nobleft name of Jufti

In pure majeftic poverty rever’d -,

Who , even his glory to his country’s weal

Submitting ,
fwell'd a haughty * Rival’s fame.

Rear’d by his care ,
of fofter ray appears

Cimon fweet-foul'd -, whofe genius ,
rifing ftrong

,

Shook off the load of young debauch -, abroad

The (courge of Perfian pride, at home the friend

Of every worth and every fplendid art

,

Modeft ,
and (impie ,

in the pomp of wealth.

Then the laft worthies of declining Greece ,

Late call’d to glory ,
in unequal times

,

Penfive ,
appear. The fair Corinthian boaft

,

Timoleon ,
happy temper ! mild ,

and firm

,

Who wept the Brother while the Tyrant bled.

And ,
equal to the beft ,

the * * Theban Pair,

Whole virtues, in heroic Concord join d

,

Their country rais’d to freedom ,
empire, fame.

He too ,
with whom Athenian honour funk ,

And left a mafs of fordid lees behind

,

Phocicn the Good; in public life severe,

To virtue (lilt inexorably firm

But when ,
beneath his low illuffrious roof ,

Sweet peace and happy wifdom fmooth’dhis bro^T,

Themistocles.
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Not friendship fofter was
, nor love more kind.

And he
, the lafi of old Lycurgus’ fons

,

The generous viftim to that vain attempt,
To fave a rotten State

, A GIS
, who faw

Even Sparta’s felf to fervile avarice funk.
The two Achaian heroes clofe the train.

Aratus
, who a while relum’d the foul

Of fondly lingering liberty in Greece :

And he her darling as her latefl hope
The gallant Philopoemen

-, who to arms
Turn’d the luxurious pomp he could not cure -,

Or toiling in his farm
, a Ample fwain ;

Or
, bold and skilful

, thundering in the field.
Of rougher front

, a mighty people come !

A race of heroes ! in thofe virtuous times
Which knew no ftain , fave that with partial flame
Their dearefi country they too fondly lov’d :

Her better Founder firft
, the light of Rome

,Numa
, who foften’d her rapacious fons :

Servius the King
, who laid the folid bafe

On which o’er earth the vafi republic fpread.
Then the great confuls venerable rife.

The * Public Father who the Private quell’d.
As on the dread tribunal flernly fad.

He
, whom his thanklefs country could not lofe,

Camillus
, only vengeful to her foes.

Fabricius
, fcorner of all-conquering gold ;

And Cincinnatus
, awful from the plough.

Marcus Junius Brutus.
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Thy k willing Victim , Carthage , burlKng loofe

From all that pleading Nature could oppofe.

From a whole city’s tears, by rigid faith

Imperious call’d , and honour’s dire command.

Scipio , the gentle chief, humanely brave.

Who foon the race of fpoth fs glory ran

,

And ,
warm in youth , to the Poetic shade

With Friendship and Philofophy retir’d.

Tull ï , whofe powerful eloquence awhile

Relira ;n’d the rapid fate of rushing Rome.

Unconquer’d Cato
,
virtuous in extreme.

And thou, unhappy Brutus ,
kind of heart,

Whofe Ready arm , by awful virtue urg’d

,

Lifted the Roman fteel againft thy Friend.

Thoufands beiides the tribute of a verfe

Demand -, but who can count the liars of heaven Î

Who ling their influence on this lower world ?

Behold, who yonder comes! in fober Rate

,

Fair , mild ,
and lirong , as is a vernal fun :

’Tis Photbus 9
felf

,
or elfe the Mantuan Swain !

Great Homer too appears , of daring wing

,

Parent of fong ! and equal by his lide ,

!
The British Muse*, join’d hand in hand they walk,

Darkling ,
full up the middle Reep to fame,

i
Nor abfent are thofe shades

,
whofe skilful touch

|

Pathetic drew th’ impaffion’d heart, and charm'd

Transported Athens •with the Moral scene :

s Nor thofe who, tuneful,wak’dth’ enchanting Lyre.

Segulus.



Firft of your kind ! fociety divine !

Still vifit thus my nights , for you referv’d

,

And mount my foaring foul to thoughts like you»,

Silence , thou lonely power! the door be thine -,

See on the hallowed hour that none intrude

,

Save a few chofen friends , who fcmetimes deign

To biefs my humble roof, with fenfe refin’d

,

Learning digefted well
,
exalted faith

,

Unftudy’d wit, and humour ever gay.

Or from the Mufes’ hill will Pope defcend

,

To raife the facred hour
, to bid it fmile

,

And with the focial fpirit warm the heart :

For tho’ not fweeter his own Homer fings

,

Yet is his life the more endearing fong.

Where art thou , Hammond } thou the darling

pride ,

The friend and lover of the tuneful throng !

Ah why, dear youth, in all the blooming prime

Of vernal genius, where difclofing fail

Each a&ive worth
, each manly virtue lay

,

Why wert thou ravish’d from our hope fo foon ?

What now avails that noble thirft of fame
,

Which flung thy fervent breaft ? that treafur’d flore

Of knowledge
,
early gain’d? that eager zeal

To ferve thy country
,
glowing in the band

Of youthful Patriots, who fuftain her name ?

What now, alas ! that life-diffufing charm

Of fprightly wit ? that rapture for the Mufe

,

That heart of friendship , and that foul of joy

,
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Which bade with fofteft light thy virtues fmile ?

Ah! only shew’d
, to check our fond purfuits.

And teach our humbled hopes that life is vain !

Thus in fome deep retirement would I pafs

The winter-glooms
, with friends of pliant fdul

,

Or blithe
,
or folemn

, as the theme infpir’d :

With them would fearch , if Nature’s boundlefc

frame

Was call’d
,
late -riling from the void of night

,

Or fprung eternal from th’ eternal Mind ;

Its life
,

its lav/s
,
its progrefs

,
and its end.

Hence larger profpe&s of the beauteous whole
Would, gradual

, open on our opening minds ;

And each diffufive harmony unite

In full perfe&ion
, to th’ afionish’d eye.

Then would we try "to fcan the moral Worlds

Which
,
tho’ to us it feems embroil’d

, moves on
In higher order-, fitted

, and impell’d,

By Wisdom’s fineft hand
,
and iffuing all

In general Good. The fage hiftoric Mufe
Should next condudl us thro’ the deeps of time:

Shew us how empire grew
, declin’d

,
and fell

,

| In fcatter’d fiâtes -, what makes the nations fmile,

Improves their foil
, and gives them double funs *,

And why they pine beneath the brighteft skies

,

I

In Nature’s richeft lap. As thus we talk’d
,

Our hearts would burn w'ithin us
, would inhale

That portion of divinity, that ray

Of pureft heaven , which lights the public foul
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Of patriots, and of heroes. But if doom’d f

In powerlefs humble fortune, to reprefs

Thefe ardent rifings of the kindling foul *,

Then
,
even fuperior o ambition

,
we

Would learn the private virtues -, how to glide

Thro’ shades and plains, along the fmootheft fiream

Of rural life : or fnatch’d away by hope

,

Thro’ the dim fpaces of futurity

,

With earneft eye anticipate thofe fcenes

Of happinefs, and wonder-, where the mind,

In endlefs growth and infinite afcent

,

Rifes from fhte to fiate, and world to world.

But when with thefe the ferious thought is foil’d,

We, shifting for relief, would play the shapes

Of frolic fancy -, and inceffant form

Thofe rapid pictures , that aflembled train

Of fleet ideas ,
never join’d before ,

Whence lively TFit excites to gay furprize;

Or folly-painting Humour ,
grave himfelf

,

Calls Laughter forth, deep-shaking every nerve.

Mean-time the village rouzes up the fire -,

While well attefled
,
and as v eil believ’d

,

H-ard folemn ,
goes the goblin- fiory round*.

Till fuperftit ous horror creeps o'er all.

Or ,
frequent in the founding hall ,

they wake

The rural gambol. Ruftic mirth goes round -,

The {impie joke that takes the shepherd’s heart

,

Eafily pleas’d -, tne long loud laugh ,
fincere -,

The kifs, (hatch'd hafiy from the fide-long maid.

On
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Oil purpofe guardkfs
, or pretending deep :

The leap
,
the Hap, the haul ; and, shook to notes

Of native mufic
,
the refpondent dance.

Thus jocund fleets with them the winter-night.

The city (warms intenfe.f The public haunt

,

Full ofeach theme, and warm withmixt difcourfe.

Hums indi(Hn£t. The fons of riot flow

Down the loofe ftream of falfe inchanted joy

,

To fwiftdeftru&ion. On the rankled foul

The gaming fury falls -, and in one gulph
Of total ruin

, honour , virtue
,
peace

Friends, families, and fortune, headlong flnk.

Up-fprings the dance along the lighted dome r

Mix d
, and evolv’d, a thoufand fprightly v/ays#

The glittering court effufes every pomp -,

The circle deepens : beam’d from gaudy robes

,

Tapers
,
and fparkling gems

, and radiant eyes

,

A foft effulgence o’er the palace waves :

While
, a gay infe& in his fummer-shine

,

[The fop
,
light-fluttering, fpreads his mealy wings.

Dread o’er the fcene, the ghofl ofHamlet (talks;

Othello rages -, poor Monimia mourns *,

And Belvidera pours her foul*in love.

Terror alarms the bread -, the comely tear

Steals o’er the cheek : or elfe the Comic Muse
Holds to the world a picture of itfelf

,

And raifes fly the fair impartial laugh.

jSometimes she lifts her drain, and paints thefcenes

!Of beauteous life j whate’er can deck mankind

,
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Or charm the heart

,
in generous * Bevil shew’d.

O Thou , whofe wifdom, folid yet refin’d ,

Whofe patriot virtues ,
and conlummate skill

To touch the finer fprings that move the world

,

Join’d to wliate’er the Graces can bellow
,

And all Apollo's animating lire
,

Give thee ,
with pleafing dignity , to shine

At once the guardian , ornament, and joy ,

Of polish’d life -, permit the Rural Mufe ,

O Chesterfield to grace with thee her fong !

Ere to the shades again she humbly flies ,

Indulge her fond ambition , in thy train

,

( For every Mufe has in thy train a place )

To mark thy various full-accomplish’d mind :

To mark that fpint , which , with British/corn ,

Reje&s th’ allurements of corrupted power;-

That elegant politenefs , which excels ,

Even in the judgment of prefumptuous France ,

The boafled manners of her shining court ;

That wit, the vivid energy of fenfe ,

The truth of Nature ,
which , with Attic point

,

And kind well-temper’d fatire ,
fmoothly keen ,

Steals thro’ the foul
,
and without pain corre&s.

Or
,
riling thence with yet a brighter flame

,

O let me hail ihee on fome glorious day,

When to the liftening fenate ,
ardent ,

croud

Britannia’s fons to hear her pleaded caufe.

* A charafler in the Conscious Loye r s > written b

Sir Richard Steele.



Then dreft by thee» more amiably fair

,

Truth the foft robe of mild perfuafion wears î

Thou to affenting reafon givft again

Her own enlightened thoughts -, call'd from the

Th’ obedient paflions on thy voice attend*, (heart.

And even relu&ant party feels a while

Thy gracious power : as thro’ the varied maze

Of eloquence, now fmooth, now qu‘ ck, now firong,

Profound and clear, you roll the copious flood.

To thy lov’d haunt return ,
my happy Mufe :

For now ,
behold

,
the joyous winter-days

,

Frofty ,
fucceed -, and thro’ the blue ferene ,

For fight too fine
,
th’ ethereal nitre flies *,

Killing infe&ous damps, and the fpent air

Storing afresh with elemental life.

Clofe crouds the shining atmofphere *, and binds

Our flrengthened bodies in its cold embrace

,

Conflringent -, feeds ,
and animates our blood -,

Refines our lpirits, thro’ the new-ftrung nerves

,

In fwifter Tallies darting to the brain ;

"Where fits the foul ,
intenfe , collected

,
cool

,

Bright as the skies ,
and as the feafon keen.

All Nature feels the renovating force

Of Winter ,
only to the thoughtlefs eye

In ruin feen. The froft concoded glebe

Draws in abundant vegetable foul

,

And gathers vigour for the coming year.

A flronger glow fits on the lively cheek

Of ruddy fire : and luculent along

K 2
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The purer rivers flow -, their fullen deeps

,

Tranfparent
, open to the shepherd’s gaze

,

And murmur hoarfer at the fixing frofl.

What art thou
,
frofl ? and whence are thy keen

Deriv’d, thou fecret all-invading power
, ( flores

Whom even th’ illufive fluid cannot fly }

Is not thy potent energy
,
unfeen

,

Myriads of little faits
, or hook’d , or shap’d

Like double wedges
,
and diffus’d immenfe

Thro’ water , earth , and ether ? Hence at eve ,

Steam’d eager from the red horizon round.

With the fierce rage of Winter deep fuffus’d.

An icy gale , oft shifting
, o’er the pool

Breathes a blue film
,
and in its mid career

Arrefts the bickering ftream. The loofened ice

,

Let down the flood, and half diffolv’d by day

,

Ruftles no more -, but to the fedgy bank

Faft grows , or gathers round the pointed flone,

A cryftal pavement, by the breath of heaven

Cemented firm *, till
,
feiz’d from shore to shore

,

The whole imprifon’d river growls below.

Loud rings the frozen earth
,
and hard refle&s

A double noife j while ,
at his evening watch

,

The village dog deters the nightly thief ;

The heifer lows } the diflant water-fall

Swells in the breeze j and
,
with the hafly tread

Of traveller
,
the hollow-founding plain

Shakes from afar. The full ethereal round

,

Infinite worlds difçlofing t<? thç view

,
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Of ftarry glitter
,
glows from pole to pole.

From pole to pole the rigid influence falls
,

Thro’ the ftill night
, inceflant

, heavy ,
ftrong

And feizes Nature faft. ït freezes on ;

Till morn ,
late-riftng o'er the drooping world

,

Lifts her pale eye unjoyous. Then appears

The various labour of the Aient night :

Prone from the dripping eave, and dumb cafcade,

Whofe idle torrents only feem to roar.

The pendant icicle ; the frcft-work fair,

"Where tranflent hues
, and fancy’d figures rife*,

WideTpouted o’er the hill
, the frozen brook

,

A livid trad , cold-gleaming on the morn j

The fore ft bent beneath the plumy wave
And by the froft refln’d the whiter fnow

,

Incrufled hard, and founding to the tread

Of early shepherd
, as he penflve feeks

His pining flock
, or from the mountain top

,

Pleas’d with the flippery furface
,
fwift defcends.

On blithfome frolkks bent, the youthful fwains.

While every work of Man is laid at reft.

Fond o’er the river crowd, in various fport

And revelry diflblv’d *, where mixing glad

,

Happieft of all the train ! the raptur’d boy
Lashes the whirling top. Or , where the Rhine

Branch’d out in many a long canal extends

,

j

From every province fwarming
,
void of care

,

! Batavia rushes forth j and as they fweep

,

K 3
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On founding skates
,
a thoufand different ways

,

In circling poife , fwift as the winds
,
along ,

The then gay land is maddened all to joy.

Nor le<~s the northern courts
,
wide o’er the fnow,

Pour a new pomp. Eager , orf rapid lieds ,

Their v gorous youth in bold contention wheefc

The long-refounding courfe. Mean-time, to raife

The manly ftrife
,
with highly blooming charms ,

flush’d by the feafon
,
Scandinavians dames

,

Or RujJia’s buxom daughters glow around.

Pure, qu ck, and fportful, is the wholefome day;

Eutfoon elaps’d The horizontal fun,

Broad o’er the fouth, hangs at his utmoft noon:

And,* iueffe&ual ,
ftrikes the gelid cliff:

Kis azure g ofs the mountain ftill maintains

>

Nor feels the feeble touch. Perhaps the vale

Relents a while to the refle&ed ray -,

Or from the foreft falls the clufter’d fnow.

Myriads of gems ,
that in the waving gleam

Gay-twinkle as they fcatter. Thick around

Thunders the fport of thofe ,
who with the gun ;

And dog impatient bounding at the shot

,

Worfe than the feafon, defolate the fields ;

And ,
adding to the ruins of the year,

Diftrefs the footed or the feathered game.

But what is this? Our infant Winter finks,

Diveffed of his grandeur ,
should our eye *

Affonish’d shoot into the Frigid Zone ;

Where , for relentlefs months ,
continual night
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Holds o’er the glittering wafte her ftarry reign.

There, thro’ the prifcn of unbounded wilds

,

Barr’d by the hand of Nature from efcape ,

Wide-roams the Ruffian exile. Nought around

Strikes his fad eye ,
but defarts loft in fnow ;

And heavy-loaded groves*, and folid floods

,

That ftretch ,
athwart the folitary vaft ,

Their icy horrors to the frozen main *,

And chearlefs towns far-diftant ,
never blefs’d ,

Save when its annual courfe the caravan

Bends to the golden coaft of rich * Cathay ,

With news of human-kind. Yet there life glows;

Yet cherish’d there, beneath the shining wafte.

The furry nations harbour : tipt with jet

,

Fair ermines ,
fpotlefs as the fnows they prefs ;

Sables, of glofly black *, and darlc-embrown’d

,

Or beauteous freakt with many a mingled hue ,

Thoufands befldes ,
the coftly pride of courts.

There, warm together prefs’d, the trooping deer

Sleep on the new-fallen fnows*, and, fcarce his head

Rais’d o’er the heapy wreath ,
the branching elk

Lies numbering fullen in the white abyfs.

The ruthlefs hunter wants nor dogs nor toils t

Nor with the dread of founding bows he drives

The fearful flying race *, with ponderous clubs ,

As weak againft the mountain-heaps they push

Their beating breaft in vain ,
and piteous bray

,

He lays them quivering on th’ enfanguin’d inows ,

* The old name for China .

K4
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And with loud shouts rejoicing bears them home.
There, thro’ the piny foreft half-abforpt',

Rough tenant of thefe shades, the shapelefs bear ,
<

With dangling ice all horrid, ftalks forlorn -,

Slow pac’d , and fourer as the {forms increafe ,

He makes his bed beneath th’ inclement drift

,

And, with {fern patience, fcorning weak complaint,

Hardens his heart again!! aflailing want.

Wide o’er the fpacious regions of the north
,

That fee Bootes urge his tardy wain,

A boifterous race
,
by frofty * Caurus pierc’d

,

Who little pleafure know and fear no pain ,

Prolific fwarm. They once relum’d the flame

Of loft mankind in polish’d flavery funk
,

Drove martial ** horde on horde, with dreadful

Reflftlefs rushing o’er th’ enfeebled fouth
, ( fweep

And gave the vanquish’d world another form.

Not fuch the fons of Lapland: wifely they

DefpTe th’ infenfate barbarous trade of war j

They ask no more than Ample Nature gives

,

They love their mountains and enjoy their ftorms,

No falfe deflres
, no pride-created grants

,

Pifturb the peaceful current of their time *,

And thro’ the reftlefs ever-tortur’d maze

Of pleafure
, or ambition , bid it rage.

Their rein-deer form their riches. Thefe their tents, 1

Their robes , their beds
,
and all their homely

wealth

* The North -Weft Wind.
* * The wandering Scythian - Clans.
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Supply, their wholefome fare f and chearful cups.

Obfequious at their call, the docile tribe

Yield to the lied their necks , and whirl them fwift

O’er hill and dale ,
heap’d into one expanfe

Of marbled fnow ,
as far as eye can fweep.

With a blue cruft of ice unbounded glaz’d.

By dancing meteors then ,
that ceafelefs shake

A waving blaze refracted o’er the heavens

,

And vivid moons ,
and ftars that keener play

With doubled luftre from the glofly wafte ,

Even in the depth of Polar Night
, they find

A wondrous day -, enough to light the chafe

,

Or guide their daring fteps to Finland- fairs.

Wish’d Spring returns ; and from the hazy fouth >

While dim Aurora ftowly moves before ,

The welcome fun
,
juft verging up at firft

,

By fmall degrees extends the fwelling curve !

Till feen at laft for gay rejoicing months f

Still round and round
,
his fpiral courfe he winds

,

And as he nearly dips his flaming orb ,

Wheels up again
,
and reafcends the sky.

In that glad feafon , from the lakes and floods

,

Where pure ¥ Nwmi’s fairy mountains rife

,

* M. de Maupertuis > in his book on the Figure of the Earth >

after having defcribed the beautiful Lake and Mountain of

Niemi in Lapland > fays « From this height we had ovportu-

*» nity Jeveral times to fee thofe vapours rifefrom the Lake , which

w the people of the country call Haltios j and which they deem to

» he the guardian Spirits of the Mountains , We had been frighted

k 5
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And fring’d with rofes * Tenglio rolls his Aream
,

They draw the copious fry. With thefe , at eve

,

They chearful-loaded to their tents repair -,

Where
,
all day long in ufeful cares employ’d.

Their kind unblemish’d wives the fire prepare.

Thrice happy race ! by poverty fecur’d

From legal plunder and rapacious power :

In whom fell intereft never yet has fown

The feeds of vice : whofe fpotlefs fwains ne’er

Injurious' deed ,
nor, blafted by the breath (knew

Of faithlefs love ,
their blooming daughters woe.

Still prefiing on, beyond Tornêa’s lake
,

And Hecla flaming thro’ a wafte of fnow ,

Andfarthefi Greenland, to the pole itfelf,

Where ,
failing gradual, life at length goes out,

The Mufe expands her folitary flight *,

And ,
hovering o’er the wild ftupendous fcene

,

Beholds new feas beneath * * another sky.

Thron’d in his palace of cerulean ice,

Here Winter holds his unrejoicing court j

And thro' his airy hall the loud mifrule

Of driving tempefi is for ever heard :

« with flories of Bears that haunted this -place , hut Jaw none.

„ It feem’d rather a place of refort for Fairies and Genu ,

» them Bears >».

* The fame Author obferves « 1 was furpri^d to fee

„ upon the banks of this river ( the Tenglio ) Rofes of as lively

i, a red as any that are in our gardens ».

* * The other Hemifphere.
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Here the grim tyrant meditates his wrath ;

Here arms his winds with all-fab duing frofl -,

Moulds his fierce hail ,
and treafures up his fnows

,

With which he now oppreffes half the globe.

Thence winding eaflward to the Tartar's coafl

,

She fweeps the howling margin of the main i

Where undiffolving ,
from the firfl of time

,

Snows fwell on fnows amazing to the sky -,

And icy mountains high on mountains pil d ,

Seem to the shivering failor from afar

,

Shapelefs and white
,
an atmofphere of clouds.

Proje&ed huge ,
and horrid ,

o’er the furge ,

Alps frown on Alps *, or rushing hideous down ,

As if old Chaos was again return’d

,

Wide rend die deep, and shake the folid pole.

Ocean itfelf no longer can refill

The bind ng fury*, but ,
in all its rage

Of ternpefl taken by the bound! efs frofl

,

Is many a fathom to the bottom chain’d,

And bid to roar no more: a bleak expanfe,

Shagg’d o’er with wavy rocks, chearlefs ,
and void

Of every life ,
that from the dreary months

Fli s confcious fouthward. Mher ble they

Who ,
here entangl d in the gath ring ice ,

Take their lafl look of the defending fun ;

While ,
full of death , and fi rce with tenfold frofl

,

The long long night
,
incumbent o’er their heads ,

Falls horrible. Such was the * Briton s fate,

* Sir Hugh Willoughby , fent by Queen Elizabeth to

difeover the North-Eaft Paifage. K 6
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As with firjl prow, (what have not Britons"
He for the pafiage fought

, attempted lince
( dat’d ! )So much in vain

, and Teeming to be shut
By jealous Nature with eternal bars.

In thefe fell regions
, in Aijina caught

,

And to the ftony deep his idle ship
Immediate feal’d

, he with his haplefs crew,
Each full exerted at his feveral task

,

Froze into ftatues *, to the cordage glued
The Tailor

, and the pilot to the helm.
Hard by thefe shores

, where fcarce his freezing
ftream

Rolls the wild Oby
, live the laft of Men ;

And half enlivened by the difiant fun
,

That rears and ripens Man
,
as well as plants

,

Here^human Nature wears its rudefi form.
Deep from the piercing feafon funk in caves ,

Here by dull fires , and with unjoyous cheer
,

They wafte the tedious gloom. Immers’d in furs
,

Dofe the grofs race. Nor fprightly jefi
, norfong,

Nor têndernefs they know
; nor aught of life

,

Beyond the kindred bears that fialk without.
Till morn at length

, her rofes drooping all
,

Sheds a long twilight brightening o’er their fields

,

And calls the quivered favage to the chace.

What cannot affive government perform
,

New moulding Man? Wide-firetching from thefe
A people favage from remotefi time

, ( shores »

A huge negle&ed empire, one vast Mind ,
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By Heaven infpir’d , from Gothic darknefs call’d.

Immortal Peter ! firft of monarchs ! He

His ftubborn country tam’d , her rocks , her fens

,

Her floods ,
her feas ,

her ill-fubmitting fens y

And while the fierce Barbarian he fubdu’d ,

To more exalted foul he rais’d the Man,

Ye shades of ancient heroes
,
ye who toil’d

Thro’ long fucceflive ages to build up

A labouring plan of flate
,
behold at once

The wonder done ! behold the matchlefs prince Î

Who left his native throne , where reign’d till theta

A mighty shadow of unreal power -,

Who greatly fpurn’d the flothful pomp of courts 5

And roaming every land, in every port

His fceptre laid aflde
,
with glorious hand

Unwearied plying the mechanic tool.

Gather’d the feeds of trade , of ufeful arts ,

Of civil wifdom ,
and of martial skill.

Charg’d with the flores of Europe home he goes !

Then cities rife amid th’ illumin’d wafley

O’er joylefs defarts fmiles the rural reign y

Far-diflant flood to flood is focial join’d y

Th’ aftonish’d Euxime hears the Baltick roar \

Proud navies ride on feas that never foam’d

With daring keel before y and armies ftretch

Each way their dazzling files , reprefling here

The frantic Alexander of the north

,

And awing there ftern Othman’s shrinking fens.

Sloth flies the land, and Ignorance , and Vice
,
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Of old dishonour proud : it glows around

,

Taught by the Royal Ha nd that rous’d the whole.

One fcene of arts , of arms , of riling trade :

Tor what his wifdom plann’d
, and power enforc’d

,

More potent ftill
,
his great example shew’d.

Muttering, the winds at eve
, with blunted point,

Blow hollow-bluftering from the fouth. Subdu’d,

The froft refolves into a trickling thaw.

Spotted the mountains shine-, loofe fleet defcends
,

And floods the country round. The rivers fwell

,

Of bonds impatient. Sudden from the hills ,

O’er rocks and woods , in broad brown catara&s ,

A thoufand fnow-fed torrents shoot at once;

And , where they rush , the wide-refoundirg plain

Is left one flimy wafte. Thofe fullen feas.

That wash’d th’ ungenial pole , will reft no more

Beneath the shackles of the mighty north;

But, roufing all their waves , reflftlefs heave.

And hark ! the lengthening roar continuous runs

Athwart the rifted deep : at once it burfts

,

And piles a thoufand mountains to the clouds.

Ill fares the bark with trembling wretches charg’d

,

That , toft amid the floating fragments
, moors

Beneath the she’ter of an icy ifle

,

While night o’erwhelms the fea
,
and horror looks

More horrible. Can human force endure

Th' aflembled mifchiefs that beflege them round ?

Heart-gnawing hunger
,
fainting weannefs ,

The roar çf winds and waves ,
the crush of ice

,
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Sfow ceafing , now renew’d with louder rage

,

And in dire echoes bellowing round the main.

More to embroil the deep ,
Leviathan

And his unwieldy train, in dreadful fport

,

Tempeft the loofened brine, while thro’ the gloom*

Far, from the bleak inhofpitable shore ,

Loading the winds ,
is heard the hungry howl

Of famish’d monflers ,
there awaiting wrecks.

Yet Providence ,
that ever-waking eye

,

Looks down with pity on the feeble toil

Of mortals loft to hope ,
and lights them fafe ,

Thro’ all this dreary labyrinth of fate. (
glooms

,

Tis done! dread Winter fpreads his lateft

And reigns tremendous o’er the conquer’d year.

How dead the vegetable kingdom lies !

How dumb the tuneful ! Horror wide extends

His defolate domain. Behold , fond Man !

See here thy pi&ur’d life *, pafs fome few years »

Thy flowering Spring ,
thy Summer’s ardent

Thy fober Autumn fading into age , (
ftrength *

And pale concluding Winter comes at laft ,

And shuts the fcene. Ah ! whither now are fled

,

Thofe dreams of greatnefs? thofe unfolid hopes

Of happinefs ? thofe longings after fame ?

Thofe reftlefs cares ? thofe bufy buftling days ?

j

Thofe gay-fpent, feftive nights > thofe veering

thoughts

Loft between good and ill ,
that shar’d thy life }

\

All now are vanish’d 1 Virtue fole-furvives ,
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Immortal never-failing friend of Man

,

His guide to happinefs on high. And fee !

’Tis come
, the glorious morn ! the fécond birth

Ofheaven, and earth ! awakening Nature hears
The new creating word

, and ftarts to life,

In every heightened form
, from pain and death

Por ever free. The great eternal fcheme y

Involving all, and in a perfect whole

Uniting
, as the profpeft wider fpreads

,

To reafon’s eye refin’d dears up apace.

Ye vainly wife
! ye blind prefumptuous ! now,

Confounded in the dull
, adore that Power ,

And Wisdom oft arraign’d : fee now the caufe

,

Why unafiuming worth in fecret liv’d

,

And dy’d , negle&ed : why the good Man’s share
In life was gall and bitternefs of foul :

Why the lone widow and her orphans pin’d

In ftarving folitude
; while luxury

,

In palaces
, lay ftraining her low thought,

To form unreal wants : why heaven-born truth
,

And moderation fair, wore the red marks
Of fuperfiition’s fcourge : why licens’d pain.

That cruel fpoiier
, that embofom’d foe

,

Imbitter’d all our blifs. Ye good difireft l

Ye noble few ! who here unbending ftand

Beneath life’s preflure
, yet bear up a while

,

And what your bounded view, which only faw
A little part , deem’d Evil is no more :

The ftorms of Wintry Time will quickly pafs,

And one unbounded Spring encircle all.
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A hsse, as they change

,
Almighty Father ,

Are but the varied God. The rolling year ( thefe

,

Is full of Thee. Forth in the pleafing Spring

Thy beauty walks , thy tenclernefs and love.

Wide Rush the fields -, the foftening air is balm •,

Echo the mountains round -, the forefi: fmiies j

And every fenfe ,
and every heart is joy.

Then comes thy glory in the Summer-months,

With light and heat refulgent. Then thy fun

Shoots full perfe£Uon thro* the fwelling year :

And oft THY voice in dreadful thunder fpeaks ;

And oft at dawn ,
deep noon , or falling eve ,

By brooks and groves, in hollow-whifpering gales,

Thy bounty shines in Autumn unconfin’d

,

And fpreads a common feafi: for all that lives.

In Winter awful Thou ! with clouds and fiorms

Around Thee thrown, tempefi o’er tempefi roll’d

,

Majeftic darknefs ! on the whirlwind’s wing

,

PJding fublime
,
Thou bidft the world adore

,

And humblefi Nature with THY northern blaft.

Myfterious round ! what skill, what force divine

Deep felt ,
in thefe appear ! a fimple train

,

Yet fo delightful mix’d
, with fuch kind art,
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Such beauty and beneficence combin’d

;

Shade
, unperceiv’d

,
To foftening into shade \

Anri all fo iorming an harmonious whole ;

That
, as they ftill fucceed, they ravish fiill.

But wandering oft, with brute unconfcious gaze,

Man marks not Thee
, marks not the nvghty hand

,

That , ever-buly . wheels the filent fpheres -,

"Works in the fecret deep-, shoots, {learning, thence

The fair profufion that o’erfpreads the Spring :

Flings from the fun direclthe flaming day,

Feeds every creature -, hurls the tempefl forth *,

And, as on earrh this grateful change revolves*

.With tranfport touches all the fprings of life.

Nature , attend
! join every living foul

,

Beneath the fpacious temple of the sky

,

In adoration join ; and, ardent
, raife

One general fong ! To Him
,
ye vocal gales,

Breathe fo ft , whofe Spirit in your freshnefs

Oh talk ofHim in folitary glooms
! ( breathes :

Where , o’er the rock , the fcarcely waving pine

Fills the brown shade with a religious awe.

And ye
,
whofe bolder note is heard afar

,

Who shake th’ aftonish’d world, lift high to heaven

Th’ impetuous fong
, and fay fromwhom you rage.

His praife
,
ye brooks , attune ,

ye trembling rills *,

And let me catch it as I mufe along.

Ye headlong torrents
, rapid ,

and profound ;

Ye fefter floods * that lead the humid maze

Along the vale*, and thou
, majefiic main*
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t fecret world of wonders in thyfelf,

ound His ftupendous praife -, wnofe greater voice

)r bids you roar ,
or bids your roarings fall,

oft -roll your incenfe, herbs, and fruits, and

flowers

,

n mingled clouds to Him -, whofe fun exalts

,

jfhofe breath perfumes you , and whofe pencil

paints.

fe forefls bend
,
ye harv efts wave , to Him *,

keathe your ftill fong into the reaper’s heart

,

Is home he goes beneath the joyous moon,

fe that keep watch in heaven ,
as earth afleep

Jnconfdous lies ,
effufe your mildeft beams

,

fe conflellations ,
while your angels ftrike >

\mid the fpangled sky ,
the filver lyre.

Sreat fource of day ! beft image here below

3f thy Creator , ever pouring wide

jrrptn world to world , the vital ocean round

,

On Nature write with every beam His praife.

Xhe thunder rolls : be hush’d the proflrate world ;

While cloud to cloud returns the folemn hymn.

Bleat out afresh, ye hills :
ye mofly rocks

,

Retain the found : the broad refponfive lowe

,

Ye valleys ,
raife ; for the Great Shepherd

And his unfujfering kingdom yet will come, (reigns.

Ye woodlands all
,
awake : a boundlefs fong

Bur ft from the groves ! and when the reftlefs day

,

Expiring ,
lays the warbling world afleep ,

ISweeteft of birds ! fweet Philomela ,
caarm
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The liftening shades, and teach the night His praife.
Ye chief, for whom the whole creation fmiles

,

At once the head
, the heart

,
and tongue of all

,

Crown the great hymn ! in fwarming cities vaft

,

Aflembled men , to the deep organ join

The long-refounding voice , oft-breaking clear „
At folemn paufes

, through the fwelling bafe -,

And, as each mingling flame increafes each
,

In one united ardor rife to heaven.
Or if you rather chufe the rural shade.
And find a fane in every facred grove

;

There let the shepherd’s flute
, the virgin’s lay

,

The prompting feraph
, and the poet's lyre

,

Still fing the God of Seasons
, as they roll.

For me
, when I forget the darling theme

,

Whetner the bloiiom blows
, the fummer-ray

Ruflets the plain
, infpiring Autumn gleams -,

Or Winter rifes in the blackening eafl -,

Be my tongue mute
, my fancy paint no more

,

And
,
dead to joy

, forget my heart to beat !

Should fate command me to the farthefl: verge
Of the green earth

, to diflant barbarous climes,
Rivers unknown to fong

; where firft the fun
Gilds Indian mountains , or his fetting beam
Flames on th’ Atlantic ifles

; ’tis nought to me :

Since God is ever prefent, ever felt

,

In the void wafle as in the city full ;

And where He vital breathes there mufl: be joy.

.When even at laft the folemn hour shall come,
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And wing my myftic flight to future worlds ,

I chearful will obey -, there
, with new powers ,

Will riling wonders ling : I cannot go
Where Universal Love not fmiles around,’

Suftaining all yon orbs , and all their fons *,

From feeming Evil flill educing Good
,

And Better thence again
, and Better flill

,

In infinite progreflion. But I lofe

Myfelf in Him
,
in Light ineffable ;

Come then
, expreflive fllence, mufe HIS praifeiJJ
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, 2 vol. in- 12. br.

5 L



Milton’s Paradife loft , Paradife regained , Ly-
cidas , 1’Allegro, ilPenferofo, 2V(£l.in-i2.

br. 5
1.

Montague’s Letters ,
in-i 2. br. i 1 . 10 f.

Sterne’s Sentimental Journey * in- 12. broché,

2 1. 10 f.

Fielding’s the Adventures of Jof. Andrews
,

2vol.in-12.br, 5 1.

The Adventures of Roderick Random ,
2 v oL

in-12, br. 5 L

Brydone’s tour through Sicily 8c Maltha ,

2vol.m-12. br. 5
3 .

The Adventures of Robinfcn Crufcë ,
in- 12.

2 1. io f.

Swift’s Tale of a Tub , in-12.hr. 2 1. 10 f.

Addifon’s ,
Poems, in- 12. br. 2 1. 10 f.

Pope’s Poetical works, 2 vol. in-12, br.
5

1 .

Offian’s works, tranftated by Macpherfon ,

4vcl.in-12.br. io 1.

The Vicar of Y/skefield ,
by Goldfmith ,

in-12, br, \ L 10 f.

Gay’s Fables 8c Moore’s Fables for the Femaî

fex5in-12.br.
_

2-1.10

Collégien of Poems : Henry 81 Emma ,
by

Prior; Amintor 8c Theodora, by Mallet;

Porfenna King of Ruffta , by Lifté ; the Tra-

veller 8c the Deferted Village, by Gold-

fmith; the Hermit, by Parnell, in-12. br.
t

2I. iof.'

On trouve clie£ le meme Libraire un ajfortl-

ment de Livres Anglois en tout genre ,
dont il

distribue le Catalogue.
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